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Strong Son of God, immortal Love, 

Whom wc, that have uot seen thy face, 
By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 

Believing wlicre we cannot prove ; 

Tliine arc these orbs of light and shade ; 

Thon madest Life in man and brute ; 

Thoii madest Death ; and lo, thy foot 
].'. on the skull wliich thou hast made. 

Tliou wilt not leave us in the duwt : 

Thou madest man, he knows not why ; 
He thinks he was not made to die ; 

Alii tliou hast made him : thou art just. 



Thou sccmest human and divine, 

Tho highcHt, hoUcst nianliuod, thou : 
Our wills arc oun, wc know not bow , 

Our wills arc oiu^ to make them thine. 

Our little systems have their daiy ; 

They have their day and cease to bo : 
They are but broken lights of thee, 

And thou, O Lord, art mort» trmn they. 

We have but faith : wc cannot ku»nv ; 
For knowledge is of things wc si.: 
And yet we trust it come.-; uova thee, 

A beam in darkness : let it grow 

Lot knowlotlgc grow fivm moro to more, 
But Ui/rc of reverence in as dwell ; 
Tliat mind and soiU, according well, 

May make one music iis before, 

But vaster. We are fools and slight ; 
We mock thee when wc do not fear : 
But help thy foolish ones to bear ; 

Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light 



K-'jrgivc wliut ciooiu'd my Bin in mo ; 

What 8ccm*d my worth Binco I began ; 

For niorit lives from man to man, 
\ua uot from man, Lord, to thee. 

Forgive my grief for one removed, 

Thy ereatiire, whom I found no fair. 
I trust hi. liveB in thee, and there 

i tmd him worthier to be loved. 

h^oT'i'. .'0 tticse . j.iA wandering crioHy 
viufuBions of ^ wasted youth ; 
rorgive them where they fail in truth. 
And in thy w^isdom make mo wiuo. 

1849. 
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IN MSHORIAH 

A. H. H. 
OBUT MDOOOXZZin. 



1 !n:LD it tnith, with him who Kings 
To one Sovr harp in ilivora toucH, 
That men may rise on stcpping-Htouesi 

Of their dead selves to hi<j;hcr thiup). 

Ihit wlio shall so foi'ecast the y« ai-s 
And find in loss a gain to miitch t 
Or reach a liand thro* time to catdi 

The far-off interest of teara ? 

Let Love clasp Grief lest both Ik) drown d, 
Lot darkness keep her raven gloss : 
Ahy sweeter to be dnuik with loss, 

To dance with death, to beat the gronnd, 

Than that the victor Houre should sconi 
The long result of love, and Iwast, 
' Ikhold the man that loved and lost, 

hm all lie was is ovcnvoni/ 

c 
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II. 



Old YcWy which gra8pc»t at the btoncB 
That nanio the under-lying dead. 
Thy fibres net the dreamless head, 

Thy roots arc wrapt about the bones. 

The seasons bring the flower again, 

And bring the firstling to the flock ; 
I And in the dusk of thee, the clock 

' Beats out the little lives of n.i <> 



O not for thee the glow, the bio »;»v 
Who changest not in any ^MCy 
Nor branding summer suns avail 

To touch thy thousand years of gloom : 

And gazing on thee, sullen ti*ce. 

Sick for thy stubborn hardihood, 
I seem to fail from out m}*^ blood 

And grow incorporate into thee. 
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III. 

SORROW, c*aol fellowship, 

Priestess in the vaults of Death, 
sweet and bitter in a breath, 

Wli«\t whisi^ers from thy lying il.> i 

* The stai-s,' she whispei-s, * blindly run ; 

A web is wov*n across the sky ; 
From out waste places comes a ciy 
And iaurmurs from the dying sun : 

* And all the phantom, Nature, stands—- 

With all the music in her tone, 
A hollow echo of my own, — 
A hollow fonh with empty liands/ 

And shall I take a thing so blind, 

Embraco her as my natural good ; 
Or crush her, like a vice of blood, 

C\yon the threshold of the mind ) 
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IV. 



j To Sleep I give ray jwwcrH away ; 

. My will is lx)ndmnau to the dark ; 

I sit within a helniless bark, 
' And with my heart I muse and say : 

heart, how fares it with thee now. 

That thou should'st fail fi-om thy desire, 
Wlio scarcely darest to inquire, 

* What is it makes mo beat so low V 

Something it is which thou hast li>st, 

Somo pleasure from thine em-ly years. 
Break, thou deep vase of chilling tcai-s, 

That grief hath shaken into frost ! 

Such clouds of nameless trouble cyosh 
All night below the darkened eyes ; 
With morning wakes the will, and cries, 

' Thou shalt not be the fool of loss.* 



I dOMETiMEo aold it half a hiii 

To put in woixis the gi*icf I feci ; 
For words, like Nature, half reveal 

And half conceal the Soul vithin. 

])ut, for the mKinict heart and brain, 
A use in measured language lies ; 
The sad mechanic exercise, 

Like dull narcotics, munbing pain. 

In words, like weeds, 1*11 wrap mo o'er. 
Like coarsest clothes against the cold ; 
But that largo grief which these enfold 

Is given in outline and no more. 
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YI. 



One writes, that ' Other fncuds remain/ 
Tliat * Loss is common to the race ' — 
And common is the commonplace, j 

And vacant chaff well meant for graiit / 

That loss is common would not make 
My own less bitter, rather more : 
Too common ! Never morning wore 

To evening, but some heart did break. 



O father, wheresoe*cr thou be, 
. / , Who pledgest now thy gallant wni ; 

/ A shot, ere half thy draught be dcuo, 

Hath stiird the life that beat from thci-. 

mother, praying God will save 

Thy sailor, — ^while thy head is bow'd. 
His heavy-shotted hammock-shroud 

Drops in his vast and wandering gi*ave. 



[vu, 



Ye know no moi-c than I who wi-ought 
At that last hour to plcaso him well ; 
Who mused on all I had to tell, 

Auvl Homethiug wiitteu, something thought ; 

Expecting still his advent home ; 
And ever met him on his way 
With wishes, thinking, hera to-day, 

Or here to-morrow will ho come. 

iiumewhere, meek unconscious dove. 
That sittest ranging golden liair ; 
And glad to find thyself so fair. 

Poor child, that waitest for thy love I 

For now her father's chimney glows 

In exi)ectation of a guest ; 

And thinking ' this will please him best,* 
She takes a riband or a rose ; 

For he will see them on to-night ; 

And with the thought her colour bums ; 

And, having left the glass, she turns 
Once more to set a ringlet right ; 



\ 



Andy cvcu when vho turned, the cuno 
Had falleuy and her future Lord 
Was drown*d in passing thro* the ford. 

Or kiUM in fiedling firom his horse. 



O what to her shall bo the end ? 

And what to me remains of good / 
To her, i)erpetual maidenhood, 

And unto me no second friend. 



VII. 



Dark house, by which ouco more I stand 
Hero ill the long unlovely sti-cct, 
^ooi-ss, where my lieart was used to beat 

So quickly, waiting for a liand, 

A hand that Ciin Ixs chxsp'd no more — 
liehold me, for I cannot sleep, 
And like a guilty thing I creep 

At earlietit morning to the door. 

Ho is not here ; but far away 

Tlie noise of life begins again, 
And ghastly thix)' the drizzling i-ain 

On the bald street breaks the blank day. 



i 
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VIII. 

A HAPPY lover who has couio 

To look ou her that loves him well) 
Who lights and rings the gateway IkjII, 

And learns her gone and far from home ; 

He saddens, all the magic light 

Dies off at once from bower and hall. 
And all the place is dark, and all 

The chambers em))tie<l of delight : 

So find I every plcohiint spot 

In which we two were wont to meet, 
Tlie field, the chamlKjr and the street. 

For all is clirk where thou art not. 

Yet as that other, wandering there 
In those deserted walks, may find 
A flower beat with rain and wind, 

Which once slie fostered up with care ; 



u 



So seems it in my deep regret, 

my forsakew heart, with thee 
And this poor flower of poesy 



J- 
• » 



;it 



Which little cared for fades not yet. j I 



But since it pleased a vanishM eye, 
I go to plant it on his tomb, 
That if it can it there may bloom, 

Or dying, there at least may die. 



I! 
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IX. 



I > Fair ship, that from tlio Italinn shore 

Sailcst the placid ocean-plains 
With my lost Arthm-'h loved remains, 
Spread thy full wings, and waft him o*er. 

So draw him home to those that momrn 
In vain ; a favourable 8i)ced 
\ Rnfflo thy mirrored mast, and lead 

\ Thro' prosperous floods his holy urn. 

All night no nider air iKjqilex 

^ , ; Thy sliding keel, till Phosphor, briglit 

I As our pim5 love, thro' early light 

Shall glimmer on the de>vy decks. 
♦ 

Sphere all your lights around, above ; 
I Sleep, gentle heavens, before the prow ; 

i Sleep, gentle winds, as ho sleeps now, 

: j My friend, the brother of my love ; 

I 
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My Arthur, whom I shall not »cc 

Till all my widowM race bo run ; ;| 

Dear as the mother to Uie son, { 

Moro than my brothers arc to me. 
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X. 

I HEAR the iioitic about thy keol ; 

I hear the bell struck in the night ; 

I see the cabin-window bright ; 
I see the sailor at the wheel. 

Thou bringcst the sailor to his wife, 

And traveird men from foreign ii.adh ; 
And letters unto trembling hands ; 

And| thy dark freight, a vanish*d life. 

So bring him : we liave idle cb'cams : 
This look of quiet flatters thus 
Our home-bred fancies : to us, 

The fools of liabit, sweeter seems 

To rest beneath the clover sod, 

That takes the sunshine and the rains, 
Or where the kneeling hamlet drains 

The chalice of the grapes of God ; 



15 

Than if with thco tho roaring well« 

Should gulf him fathom-dccp in brine ; 
And hands so often claspM in mine, 

Should toss with tangle and with shelhi. 



':(: 



o 



I! 



if 
?! 






if 



\ 



XL 

Calm is the mom without a bouiuI, 
Calm as to suit a calmer grief, 
And only thro* the faded leaf 

The chesnut pattering to the ground : 

Calm and deep jx^ace on this high wold. 

And on these dews tliat drench the fm'zc. 
And all the silveiy gossamers 

That twinkle into green and gold : 

Calm and still light on yon great plain 

That swee])S with all its autumn bowers, 
/ ^ And crowded farms and lessening towers, 

To mingle with the bounding main : 

Calm and deep peace in this wide air. 
These leaves that redden to the fall ; 
And in my heart, if calm at all. 

If any calm, a calm despair : 



17 A 

Caiui on the bcos, and silver sloop, ; l 

Aud waves that sway themselves in rest, .1 ^ 

And dead calm in that noble breast \: r 

Which heaves but with the heaving deep. I ; 
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XII. 

liOy as a dove when up she springs 

To bear thro' Heaven a tale of woe, 
Some dolorous message knit below 

The wild pulsation of her wings ; 

Like her I go ; I cannot stay ; 

I leave this mortal ark l)chind, 

A weight of nerves without a mind. 

And leave the cliffs, and haste away 

O'er ocean-mirrors rounded large, 

And reach the glow of southern skies, 
And see the sails at distance rise. 

And linger weeping on the marge, 

And saying ; * Comes he thus, my friend ? 
Is this the end of all my care ? ' 
And circle moaning in the air : 

* Is this the end ? Is this the end ? ' 



9 • 
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And fomard dart again, and play 
About the prow, and back return 
To where the body sits, and learn. 

That I have been an hour away. 
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XIII. 

Tearh of the widower, when he sees 
A late-lost form that sleep reveals, 
And moves his doubtful arms, and feeiH 

Her place is empty, fall like these ; 

Which weep a loss for ever new, 

A void where heart on heart reposed ; 

And, where warm hands have predt and closed, 

*Sileuce, till I be silent too. 

Which weep the comrade of my choice. 

An awful thought, a life removed, 

The human-hearted man I loved, 
A Spirit, not a breathing voice. 

Vome Time, and teach me, many years, 

I do not suffer in a dream ; 

For now so strange do these things seeni^ 
Mine eyes have leisure for their tears ; 



21 



^^ '^'VKV^Nfc \uuo to rise on wing, 

A^i tfkuco al)out tho approaching sails, 
A^ lU\^* thoy brought but merchants' bales, 

V»*4 ^s^ tW burthen that they oring. 






I. 
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XIV. 

If one should bring mc this report, 

That thou hadst touch*d the land to-day, 
And I went down unto the quay, 

And found thee lyhig in the port ; 

And standing, muffled round with woe, 
Shoidd see thy passengers in rank 
Come stepping lightly down the plank, 

And beckoning unto those they know ; 

And if along with these should come 
The man I held as half-divine ; 
Should strike a sudden bond in mine. 

And ask a thousand things of home ; 

And I shoidd tell him all my pain. 

And how my life hod droop*d of late, 
And he should sorrow o*er my state 

And marvel what possess'd my brain ; 



25 



And I perceived no touch of change, ^ r 

No hhit of death m all his frame, i ; 

But found him all in all the same, < | 

I should not feel it to be strange* 



!■ 
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XV. 



To-night the winds begin to rise 

And roar from yonder dropping day : 
The last red leaf is whirl'd away, 

The rooks are blown about the skies ; 

The forest crack'd, the waters curl'd, 
Tlie cattle huddled on the lea ; 
And wildly dash*d on tower and tree 

The sunbeam strikes along the world : 

And but for fancies, which aver 

That all thy motions gently pa88 
Athwart a plane of molten glass, 

I scarce could brook the strain and stir 

That makes the barren branches loud ; 
And but for fear it is not so, 
The wild unrest that lives in woe 

Would dote and pore on yonder cloud 



25 ' : 



That rises upward always higher, 

And onward drags a labouring breast, 
And topples round the dreary west, 

A looming bastion fringed with 6rc. 



! 
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XVI. 



j i • What words aro these have fall'n from me 1 



Cau calm despair and wild umrest 
Be teuants of a single breast, 
Or sorrow such a changeling be ? 

Or doth she only seem to take 



t The touch of change in calm or storm ; 

i I But knot's no more of transient form 

I . In her deep self, than some dead lake 



That holds the shadow of a lark 
, Hung in the shadow of a heaven i 

J Or has the shock, so harshly given, 

\ Confused me like the unhappy bark 



That strikes by night a craggy shelf, 
And staggers blindly ere she sink ? 
And stunn*d me from my power to think 

And all my knowledge of myself ; 



27 

And mode me that delirious man 
Whose fancy fuses old and now, 
And flashes into false and true, 

And mingles all without a plan ? 
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XVII. 

Thou comcst, much wept for : such a breeze 
Compeird thy canvasy and my prayer 
Was as the whisper of an air 

To breathe thee over lonely seas. 

For I in spirit saw thee move 

Thro* circles of the bounding sky, 
Week after week : the days go by : 

Come quick, thou bringest all I love. 

Henceforth, wherever thou niay'st roam, 
My blessing, like a line of light. 
Is on the waters day and night, 

And like a beacon guards thee homo. 

So may whatever tempest mars 

Mid-ocean, spare thee, sacred bark ; 
And balmy drops in summer dark 

Slide from the bosom of the stars. 






29 
So kind an office hath been done, 

Such precious relics brought by thee ; 

The dust of him I shall not see , \ 

'Till all my widowM moe be run. 



r\ 



I > 



1 : 



i 



fp 



80 






XTIII. 

'Tis well ; 'tis something ; we may stand 
Where he in English earth is laid, 
And from his ashes may be made 

The violet of his native land. 

'Tis little ; but it looks in truth 

As if the quiet bones were blest 
Among familiar names to rest 

And in the places of his youth. 



Come then, pure hands, and bear the head 
That sleeps or wears the mask of sleep, 
And come, whatever loves to weep. 

And hear the ritual of the dead. 



Ah yet| ev'n yet, if this might be, 
I, falling on his faithful heart, 
Would breathing thro' his lips impart 

The life that almost dies in me ; 



31 



That diea not, but endures with pain^ 
And slowly forms the firmer mind, 
Trofisuring tho look it cnnnot find^ 

Th» words that are not heard again. 






)' 



V 



1 



* 



XIX. 

The Danube to the Severn gave 

The darkened heart that beat no more ; 

They laid him bj the pleasant shore, 
And in the hearing of the wave. 

There twiee a day the Serem fills : 
Tlie salt sea-water passes by, 
And hushes lialf the babbling Wye, 

And makes a silence in the hill& 

The Wye is hush'd nor moved along, 
And hush*d my deepest grief of all, 
When filled with tears that cannot fall, 

1 brim with sorrow drowning song. 



The tide flows down, the wave again 
Is vocal in its wooded walls ; 
My deeper anguish also falls. 

And I can speak a little then. 



r 
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XX. 



i Who ftpcak tlieir feeling as it in, 

And wcej) the fuUness from tlie mind ; 
* It will be hard ' they say * to find 
Another service such as this.' 

• My lighter moods are like to these, 

Tliat iMit of words a comfort win ; 
But there are other giiefs within, 
And tears that at their fountain freeze : 

J*or by tlie hearth the children sit 

Cold in that atmosphere of Death, 
And scarce endure to draw the breatli, 

Or like to noiseless phantoms flit : 



I'l 



TiiK lesser ginefs that may lio said, 

That breathe a thousand tender vows, 

Ai-e but as servants in a house •«' 

■i 
Where lies the master newly dead : »|i ^ 
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But opeu oouveree is there none, 
So much the vital spirits sink 
To see the vacant chair, and think, 

* How good ! how kind ! and he is gone.* 
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XXI. 



1 8iN(i to him that rcuUi below, 

And, since the gnu«C8 round me wave, 

I take the grasses of the grave, 'i • 

And make them pipes whereon to blow. 
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The traveller hears me now and then. 

And sometimes harshly will ho speak ; 

* This fellow would make weakness weak, 'i ; 

And melt the waxen hearts of men.* 1 1 i 

Anotiior answers, * Let him bo, | . 

He loves to make parade of pain, \\ 

That with )iis inping he may gain ' \ 

The praise that comes to constancy.* 

A third is wroth, * Is this an hour 

For private son-ow*s barren song, 

When more and more the people throng 
Tiie chairs and tliroues of civil power 1 

d2 
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A time to sicken and to swoon. 

When Science reaches forth her amin 
To feel from world to world, and charms 

Her secret from the latest moon ? * 

Behold, J® speak an idle thing : 

Ye never knew the sacred dust : 
I do but sing because I must, 

And pipe but as the linnets sing : 

And one is glad ; her note is gay, 

For now her little ones have ranged ; 
And one is sad ; her note is changed, 

Because her brood is stolen away. 
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XXII. 



The path by which we twain did go, 

Which led by tracts that pleased us well, 
Thix)' four sweet years arose and fell, 

From flower to flower, from suow to snow : 
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And we with singing chccrM the way, 

And crownM with all the season lent, 

Fix)ni April on to April went, f 

And glad at heart from May to May ; 



But where the path we walk'd begjin ! ! 

To slant the flfth autumnal slope, I 

I 
As we descended following Hope, i t 

There sat the Shadow fear'd of man ; ^ 



Who broke our fair companionship, 

And spread his mantle dark and cold. 
And wTapt thee formless in the fold. 

And duird the murmur on thy lip. 







38 

And bore thee where I could not see 
Nor follow, tho* I walk in haste, 
And think, that somewhere in the waste 

The Shadow sits and waits for me. 
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XXIII. 

Now, s<niietiinc8 in my sorrow shut, 

Or breaking into song by fits, 

Alone, alone, to where he sit^ 
I'lie Shadow cloakM from head to foot, 

Who keeps the keys of all the creeds, 

I wander, often falling lame, 

And looking back to whence I came. 
Or on tn where the patliway leads ; 

Ami crying, *how olianged from wl»ore it ran i 

Thro' lands where not a leaf was dumb : j 

Hut all the lavish hills would hum ; 

■ I 
The muni\ur of a ha]»py Pan : i[ 



When each by tunis was guide to each. 
And Fancy light from Fancy caught, 
And Thought lea])t out to we<l with Thought, 

Kre Thought could wed itself with Speech : 
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And all we met was fair ami good. 

And all was good that Time could bring, 
And all the sectet of the Spring 

Moved in the chamlierB of the blood ; 

( 

j And many an old philosophy 

On Ai^ve heights divinely sung, 
And round us idl the thicket rang 
To many a flute of Arcady.* 
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XXIV. 



if! 
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And was Uic di^y of my delight 

Aj* pure and i)crfcct a« I say i 

The very source and fount of Day . | I ( 

Is dash*d with wandering isles of night. ; | [ 



1. 
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If all was good and fair wo met, 

This eaith had been the Paradise 

It never look'd to human eyes 
.Since Adam left his garden yet. 

And is it that the haze of gi'ief / ; 

Makes former gladness loom so great ? 

Tiie lowness of the present state, \ ' 

That sets the past in this relief] ,! - 



Or tiuit the past will always win 
A glory fi'om its being far ; 
And orb into the perfect star 

We sfiw not, when w^e moved therein ? 
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XXV. 

I KNOW that this was Life, — the track 
Whereon with equal feet we fared ; 
And then, as now, the day prepared 

The daily burden for the back. 

But this it was that made nie move 
As light as carrier-birds in air ; 
I loved the weight I had to l>ear, 

Because it needed help of Love : 

Nor could I weary, heart or limb, 

When mighty Love would cleave in twain 

The lading of a single pain. 
And part it, giving half to him. 
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XXVI. 

Sriiiii onward winds the dreary way ; 

I with it ; for I long to prove 

No lapse of moons can canker Love, 
Whatever fickle tongues may say. 

^ i- 

ti I 

And if that eye which watches guilt / ; 

And goodness, and hath power to see ^ I 

Within the green the moulder'd tree, I i ' 

And towers fall'n as soon as built — i ! 

I ', 

Oh, if indeed that eye foresee ^ 

Or see (in Him is no before) | 

In more of life true life no more, i 

And Love the indifference to be, r 

Then might I find, ere yet the mom 

Breaks hither over Indian seas, 

That Shadow waiting with the keys, i 

To shroud me from my proper w.om. 
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XXVII. 

1 ENVY not in any moods 

The captive void of noble rage, 
The linnet bom within the cage, 

That never knew the summer woods : 

I envy not the beast that takes 
His license in the field of time, 
Unfettered by the sense of crime, 

To whom a conscience never wakes ; 

Nor, what may count itself as blest. 

The heart that never plighted troth 
But stagnates in the weeds of sloth ; 
\ Nor any want-begotten rest 

I hold it true, whate*er befall ; 

I feel it, when I sorrow most ; 

' Tis better to have loved and lost 
Than never to have loved at all. 
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XXVIII. 

The time draws near the biith of ChriHt : 

Tlic moon is hid ; the ni^ht is still : 

The Christmas IkjIIs fi-om hilt to hill 
Answer each other in the mist. 

Four voices of four hamlets round, 

From far and near, on mead and moor, 

Swell out and fail, as if a door ' ' /» 

Were shut between me and the Kound : o , 

Each voice four changes on the win<i, 

That now dilate, and now decrease. 

Peace and goodwill, goodwill and peace, 
Peace and goodwill, to all mankind. ' 

Tliis year I slept and woke with pain, - ji 

I almost wish'd no more to wake, i 

And that my liold on life would break ., j 

Before I heard those bells again : .i | 
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But they my troubled spirit rule, 

Fur they contruird me when a boy ; 
They bring me sorrow touch'd with joy. 

The merry mern* beUs of Yule. 
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XXIX. 



^* iTii Kuch comi>clling caiisc to grieve 
As daily vexes household peace, 
And chainu regret to his decease, 

How dare we keep our Cliristmas-eve ; 



>N hich brings uo more a welcome guest 

To enrich the tlu-eshold of the night j ijl 

With showerM largess of delight, 
In dance and song and game and jest. 

Yet go, and while tlic holly boughs 

Entwine the cold Imptismal font, 

Make one wreath moi-c for Use and Wont, 
rhat guard the poitals of the house ; 

Old sisters of a day gone by, 

Gmy nurses, loving nothing now ; 

Why should they miss their yearly due 
Before their time 1 They too will die. 
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XXX. 

With trembling fingers did wc weave 

The holly round the Cliristmos hearth ; 
A rainy cloud possessM the earth, 

And sadly fell oiu* Christmas-eve. 



; 



At our old jxistimes in the hall 

Wc gambol'd, making vain pretence 
Of gladness, with an awful sense 

Of one mute Shadow watching all. 



We paused : the winds were in the iKjech : 
We heard them sweep the winter land ; 
And in a circle hand-iu-hand 

Sat silent, looking each at each. 
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Then echo-like our voices rang ; 

We sung, tho* every eye was dim, 
A meny song we sang with him 

Last year : impetuously we sang : 
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V\\^ \\>HmHl : A pjntlcr feeling ci-ept , \ 

y\^A\ U8 : Biircly rest in meet : 

' Tlwy rest/ wc said, ' their alccp is uwcet/ 
X^vl HiWiKH) followM, aud wo wept 

^Hu^ NAMciva took a higlicr range ; 

^^iico more we sang : * They do not die 

X^^r loiic their mortal sympathy, "i 

N^^ cUaugo to 118, although they change ; ! \ 

f.| 

^v^^|^\ tiMm the fickle and the frail 

With gathcr'd power, yet the same, 

l*ii»ix»08 the keen seraphic flame 
^Vun orb Tm orb, from veil to veil/ 

«\»>*i\ happy mom, rise, holy mom, 

l>raw forth the cheerful day from night : 

O Father, touch the east, and light 
Tho light that shone when Hoi)e was bom. 
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XXXI. 

When Lnzarus left his charaol-cavc, 

And home to Mary's house retuniM, 
Was this demanded — if he jeam'd 

To hear her weeping by his grave ? 

*>Vhere wert thou, brother, those four dap .' 
There lives no record of reply, 
>Miicli teUing what it is to die 

Had surely added praise to praise. 

From every house the neighlwurs met, 

Tlie streets were filFd with jo^^ul sound, 
A solemn gladness even crown*d 

The purple brows of Olivet 



Behold a man raised up by Christ ! 

The rest remaineth unrcveal'd ; 

He told it not ; or something seal « 
The lips of that Evangelist 
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Thci» one deep love doth suiKJi'sede 
All other, wheu her ardent jr^ze 
Uoves from the living brothers face, 

And rents ujwn the Life indeed. 

All Hubtle thought, all curious fears, 

Rome down by j^laduess «o conij)letc, 
SliC Iwwrt, she batlies the Saviour 8 feet 

With coKtly spikenmxl and with tears. 

Thrice blest whose lives are faithful prayers, 
Whose loves in higher love endure ; 
What soulh iK>sse88 themselves so pure, 

Or is there blessedness like theirs ? 

r2 
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XXXII. 

Hku eyes arc homes of silent prayer, \ | 

Nor other thought her mind admits 

But, he was dvud, and there he sits, 
And ho that brou^^ht him back is there. 
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XXXIII. 

O THOU that after toil and stomi 

Mayst seem to have reached a purer air. 

Whoso faith lias centre everywhere. 
Nor cares to fix itself to form, 

Leave thou thy sister when she prays, 
Her early Heaven, her happy views ; 
Nor thou with shadow'd hint confufec 

A life that leads melodious days. 




Her faith thro' form is pure as thine. 
Her hands are quicker unto good : 
Oh, sacred be the flesh and blood 

To which she links a truth divine ! 

See thou, that countest reason rijic 
In holding by the law within, 
Thou fail not in a world of sin, 

And ev'n for want of such a type. 
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xxxiv. T I 

My owu ail.) life should teach mc this, I f 

That life shall live for evermore, 'j ^ 

EW earth in darkness at the core, \ 

And dust and ashes all that is ; 



This round of green, this orb of flame. 
Fantastic beauty ; such as lurks 
In some wild Poet, when he works 

Without a conscience or an aim. 

What tlicn were God to such as I ? 

Twere hardly worth my while to choose 
Of things all mortal, or to use 

A little patience ere I die ; 

'Twere best at once to sink to peace, 

Like bii-db the charming serpent draws. 
To drop head-foremost in the jaws 

Of vacant darkness and to cease. 
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Yet if aomc voice timt niMii coulil trust 

ShouM thunnur fnjii) t\w nnni>w hoiuiv, 

* Tlio chock H firoj* in ; the Ixidy Iwvrs ; 
yian dies : nor u) thcru hoj>c in <luHt ' 

Might I not say 1 'yet even hero, 

Bui for one hour, Love, I fitrivo 
To keci> BO BU'oet a thing alive : ' 

But I should turn mine ears and hear 

The monnings of the homelews KCfl, 

The Bound of wtrcanis thiit swift i:»r slow 
Dmw down ^Eonjjin hillti, imd bow 

The dust of continents to he j 

And Lovo would answer with a aigh, 

* The Bound of that forgetful shore 

Will change my sweet new* more and more, 
Half-4ead to know that I lihaU di&' 
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O me, what profits it to put 

An idle case ? If Death were seen 
At first OS Death, Love had not been, 

Or been in narrowest working shut, 
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Mere fellowship of sluggish moods, ' i 

Or in his coarsest Satjr-shapo 

Had bruised the herb and crush*d the gra|)c. 
And bask*d and batten*d in the woods. 
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XXXVI. 

Tho' truths in manhood darkly join, 
Dcci>-8cated in our mystic frame, 
Wc yield all blessing to the name 

(>f Him that made them current coin ; 

For Wisdom dealt with mortal jiowers, 

Where truth in closest words sliall fail, 
Wlien truth emlKxlied in a tale 

Shall enter in at lowly dooi's. 
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And so the Word had breath, and wrought 
With human hands the creed of creedii 
In loveliness of perfect deeds, 

More strong than all poetic thought ; 

Which he may read that binds the sheaf. 
Or builds the house, or digs the grave, 
And those wild eyes that watch the wave 

In roarings round the coral reef. 



ii'/ 



m 



57 



XXXVII. 

Urania 8|>caks with darkened brow : 

* Thou pratcst hero whcro thou art least ; 
This faith h;u» many a purer priest. 

And many an abler voice than thou. 

Go down l)e8idc thy native rill, 



And hear thy laurel whisper sweet 
Al>out tlie ledges of the hill/ 

And my Mcliwmene replies, 

A touch of shame upon her cheek : 
* I am not worthy ev'n to speak 

Of thy prevailing mysteries ; 

For I am but an earthly Muse, 
And owning but a little art 
To lull with song an aching heart, 

And render human love his dues ; 
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On thy Parnassus set thy feet, \ !•/ 
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Bat brooding on the dear one dead, 
And all he said of things diTine, 
(And dear to me a a samd wine 

To dying lips is all he said), 



I mnrmoi'd, as I came along, 

Of comfort clasp*d in truth revealed ; 

And loiter*d in the master's field. 
And darkened sanctities with song.* 
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XXXVIII. 

With weary steps I loiter on, 

Tho' always under <ilter'd skies 
The puri)le from the distance dies, 

My prospect and horizon {^one. 

No joy the blowing season gives. 
The herald melodies of spring, 
But in the songs I love to sing 

A doubtful gleam of solace lives. 

If any care for what is here 

Survive in spirits render*d free. 
Then are these songs I sing of thee 

Not all ungrateful to thine ear. 
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XXXIX. 

Could wc forget the widow'd hour 

And look on Spirits breathed away, 
As on a maiden in the day 

When first she wears her orange-flower ! 

When crown'd with blessing she doth rise 
To take her latest leave of home, 
And hopes and light regrets that come 

Make April of her tender eyes ; 

And doubtful joys the father move, 

And tears are on the mother's face, 
As parting with a long embrace 

She enters other realms of love ; 



Her office there to rear, to teach. 
Becoming as is meet and fit 
A link among the days, to knit 

llie generations each with each ; 



«1 

And, doubtless, unto thee is given 
A life tlmt bears immortal fniit 
In such great oOiecs as suit 

The full-grown energies of heaven. 



And tell them all they would have told, 
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Ay me, the difference I discern ! j if [ 

How often shall her old fireside 

Be cheer d with tidings of the bride, 
How often she herself return, 
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And bring her babe, and make her boast, j . 

Till even those that missM her most, < 
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Shall count new things as dear as old : 

But thou and I have shaken hands, ' ! - 

Till growing winters lay nic low ; 
My jmths are in tlie fields I know, 

And thine in midiscover'd lands. j 

1 I 
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Tht spirit ere our fiiUl lom 

Did ever rise fmm high to higher ; 
As mounts the licavenwanl altar-fire, 

As flies the ligliter thro* the gross. 

But thou art tuniM to something strange, 
And I have lost the links that lx)und 
; , Thy changes ; here ujMni the ground, 

No more partaker of thy change. 

Deep folly ! yet that this could \\c — 
/ I I That I could wing my will witli might 

To leap the grades «)f life antl liglit, 
And flash at once, my friend, to tlkco : 

I ' i . 

I f For tho' my nature rarely yioltls 
I I To that vague fcnr implie<l in death ; 

i > Nor shudders at the gidfs beneath, 

! i; The howlings from forgotten fields ; 






Yot oft whon sundown skirts tho moor i i 

An inner trouble I behold, j 

A s|KGtral doubt which makes me cold, I | 

That I shall Ik) thy mate no more, 
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Tho' following witli an upward mind 

Tlio wontlers that have come to thee, \ 

Thro' all tho scculiu* to-be, i 

But evermore a life Iwhind. 1 
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XLI. 

I TEX mj heart with fancies dim : 
He still outstript me in the race ; 
It was but unity of place 

That made me dream I rank*d with him. 

And so may Place retain us still, 
And he the much-beloved a^n, 
A lord of large experience, train 

To riper growth the mind and i^ill : 



And what delights can equal those 
That stir the spu*it*s inner deeps, 
When one that loves but knows not, reapn 

A truth from one that loves and knows ? 
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I K HIccp and Death be truly one, 
And every Bpirit*8 folded bloom 
Thro* all ith intervitail gloom 

In Nome lotig trance MhouUl slumber on ; 



^\ (hw^ ^i\iv nuUiing IiMt to man ; 
•S\^ \\\\M Htm gimloii of tho uouls 
\\\ \m\\y u Agurod loaf onrolls 

rUu tiital world Hiuco life began ; 

And luvo will hmt att pure and whole 
A» when he loved me here in Time, 
And at the spiritual prime 

Kewaken with the dawning souL 
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rnconKcbun of tho uliding hour, il ' f 

IWrc of tho IhhI)', might it last, i'\\ 
And fiiWnt tmoiMi of the itaat 

\^ isW \\\s^ iH^onr of tlio flower : 
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XLllI. 

How fares it with the happy dead i 

For here the man is more and more ; 
But he forgets the days before 

God shut the doorways of his head. 

The days have vanishM, tone and tint, 
And yet pcrhajis the hoarding sense 
Gives out at times (lie knows not whence) 

A little flashy a mystio hint ; 

And in the long harmonious years 

(If Death so taste Lethean springs) 
May some dim touch of earthly things 

Surprise thee ranging with thy peers. 

If such a dreamy touch should fall, 

O turn thee round, resolve the doubt ; 
My guardian angel will speak out 

In that high place, and tell thee all 
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The baby new to cartb and sky, 

What time his tender palm is prest 
Against the circle of the breast, 

Has never thought that * this is I : ' 
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But as he grows he gathers much. 

And learns the use of ' V ft"<^ ' nac,' 

And finds * I am not what I see, i 

And other than the things I touch.* 
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80 rounds he to a separate mind ' j 

From whence clear mcmoiy may begin, 

As thro* tlie frame that binds him in 
His isolation grows defined. 

This use may lie in blood and breath, 

Which else were fniitless of their due, 1 

Had man to learn himself anew 
Beyond the second birth of Death. 
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XLV. 

Wb rouging down this lower track, 

The path we came by, thorn and flower, 
Is sliadow'd by the growing hour, 

lAmt life should fail in looking bock. 

So bo it : there no shade can last 

In that deep dawn behind the tomb, 

But clear from marge to marge shall bloom 

The eternal landscape of the past ; 

A lifelong tract of time reveaPd ; 

The fruitful hours of still increase ; 

Days order'd in a wealthy peace, 
And those five years its richest field 



O Love, thy province were not large, 
A bounded field, nor stretching far ; 
Look also, Love, a brooding star, 

A rosy warmth from mai^ to mai^ 



XLTL 

That each, who KeenM a ncpgarate whole, 
Sltould iiKiTC hill rounds, and fosin^ all 
The akirtii of iielf again, iihould fall 

Itemerging in the general Soul, 

Ih faith aM vague an all unsweet : 
Ktenml form Khali ntill divide 
Tlio eternal houI from all beside ; 

And I Kliall know hitn when we meet : 

And we Hhall Kit at cndleHH feaKt, 

Knjoying each tlic othcr'H good : 
What vaMter dream can hit the mood 

Of Love on earth 1 He Kceks at least 

Upon the laHt and 8haq)c«t height, 
lk)f()rc the Kpirittt fade awaj, 
Some landing-place, to cla«p and say, 

* FHrowoll 1 We lobo ourselves in light.' 
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XLVII. 

If these brief lays, of Sorrow bom, 
Were taken to be such as closed 
Grave doubts and answers here proposed, 

Then these wcro such as men might scorn : 

Her caro is not to part and i)rove ; 

She takes, when harsher moods romit, 
\Vhat slender shade of doubt may flit, 

And makes it vassal unto love : 

And hence, indeed, she sports with words. 
But better ser\'cs a wholesome law, 
And holds it sin and sliame to draw 

The deei>e8t measuro from the chords : 

i 
Nor dare she trust a larger lay. 

But rather lcx>scns from the lij) 

Short swallow-flights of song, that dip 

Their wings in tears, and skim away. 
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XLVIII. 

From art, from nature, from the schoola, 

Let random influences glance, 

Like light in many a shiver d lanoo 
That breaks about the dappled pools : 

^ 'it 

The lightest wave of tliought shall lisp, 1 , s 

The fjvncy's tcndorost eddy wreathe, 1 1 ? 

llie slightest air of song shall breathe ' [ 

To make the sullen surface crisp. 

And look thy liK)k, and go thy way, I . 

liut blame not thou tlic winds that make 

The seeming- wan ton rii)i)le break, • I 

The londer-pencird shadow play. 

Beneath all fancied hopes and fears 

Ay mc, the soitow deciKjns down, 

Whose muffled motions blindly drown 
The bases of my life in teare. 
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XLIX. 

Be near me when my light is low, 

When the blood creeps, and the nerves prick 
And tingle ; and the heart is sick, 

And all the wheels of Being slow. 

Be near me when the sensuous frame 

Is rackM with pangs that conquer trust ; 
And Time, a maniac scattering dust. 

And Life, a Fury slinging flame. 

Be near me when my faith is dry, 

And men the flics of latter spring, 
That lay their eggs, and sting and sing. 

And weave their petty celb and die. 

Be near me when I fade away, 

To point the term of human strife. 
And on the low dark vei^ of life 

ITie twilight of eternal day. 
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Do wc indeed desire tbe desd { 

.ShoiiM still be near ns it ow ndet { I 

Is there no boseneflB we would hide 1 

^o inner vileness that we dread f 



Shall he for wlirwe applause I strore, 

1 hml such reverence for his blame, 1 1 • 

•See with clear eye some hidden shame 
And I Ih) lessenM in his love I 



I wrong the grave with fears untrue : ! 

Shall love be blamed for want of faith f i 

Tlicro must be wisdom with great Death : • 

The dead shall look mo thro' and thro'. ' ! 

Bo near us when wo climb or fall : 

Yo watch, like God, the rolling hours 

With larger other eyes than ours, ; 

To make allowance for us all. « 

i 




I CAVNOT love thee as I ought, 

For love reflects the thing beloved ; 
My words arc only words, and moved 

Upon the topmost froth of thought 

' Yet blame not thou thy plaintive song/ 
Tlie Spirit of true love replied ; 
' Thou canst not move mc from thy side, 

Nor human frailty do me wrong. 

' What keeps a spirit wholly true 
To that ideal wliich he Ix^ars ? 
What record ? not the sinless years 

That breathed beneath the Syrian blue : 

^So fret not, like an idle girl, 

Tliat life is dash*d with flecks of sin. 

.Abide : thy wealth is gathered In, 
When Time hath sundered shell from pairl.' 
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How many a father have I seen, 
A 8ol)er mau, amoug his boys, 
WhoHC youth was full of foolish noise. 

Who wears his manhood lialo and green : 
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And dare wc to this fancy give, | 

That had the wild oat not been sown, ^ ! * 

The soil, left barren, scarce had grown I 

The gi*ain by which a man may live t ; 

Oh, if we held the doctrine sound I • 

For life outliving heats of youth, « 

Yet who would preach it as a truth I; 

To those that eddy roiuid and round ? 

Hold thou the good : define it well : 

For fear divine Philosophy |] ' 

Should push beyond her mark, and bo j 

Procuress to the Lords of Hell. , , 
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Oh yet wc trust that somehow good 
Will bo the filial goal of ill, 
To pangs of nature, sins of will, 

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood ; 

That nothing walks with aimless feet ; 
That not one life shall be destroj'd. 
Or cast as rubbish to the void. 

When God hath made the pile complete ; 

That not a worm is cloven in vain ; 
That not a moth with vain desire 
Is shriveFd in a fruij^less fire, 

Or but subserves another's gain. 

Behold, we know not anything ; 

I can but trust that good shall fall 
At last— far off— at last, to all. 

And every winter change to spring. 
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^k> ruaii my dream : but wliat am I ? 
An infant crying in the night : 
An infant crying for tho light : 

And with no language but a cr}'. 
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LIV. 

Thb wish, that of tho living whole 

No life may fail beyond the grave, 
Derives it not from what we have 

The likest God within tho soul ? 

Are God and Nature then at strife, 

That Nature lends such evil dreams ? 
So careful of the type she seems, 

So careless of the single life ; 

That I, considering everywhere 

Her secret meaning in her deeds, 
And finding that of fifty seeds 

She often brings but one to bear, 

I (alter where I firmly trod, 

And falling with my weight of cares 
Upon tho great world*s altar-stairs 

That slope thro* darkness up to God^ 
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I stretch lame hands of fiiith, and grope, 
And gather dust and chaflf^ and call 
To what I feel is Lord of all. 

And faintly trust the larger hope. 
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LV. 

• So careful of the type ? ' but no. 

From scarped cliff and quarried stone 
She cries ' a thousand types are gone : 

I care for nothing, all shall go. 

Thou makest thine appeal to me : 
I bring to life, I bring to death : 
The spirit does but mean the breath : 

I know no more.' And he, shall he, 
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Man, her last work, who secm'd so fair. 
Such splendid purpose in his eyes, 
Who roll'd the psalm to wintrj' skies, 

Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer, 



Who trusted God was love indeed 
And love Creation's final law — 
Tho* Nature, red in tooth and claw 

With nvine, ahriek'd against his creed— 
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J*£ACK ; Cf>tne rtwny : the Bong of woo 
Is after all an cnrthly song ; 
Teacc ; oomo away : we do him wrong 

To sin^ BO wildly : let u& go. 

Come ; let ns yu : your checks are jwile ; 

But half my life I lenvc lioUiuil ; 

Methinks my fi'ieud is richly shnnotl; 
But I shall j>ass ; my work will faiL 

Vet in these cars, till hearing dies, 

One set Bh>w l>ell will Mocm to toll 
Tlic iNissing of the sweetest soul 

Tliat over look'd with hunian eyes. 

1 liear it now, and o'er and o*cr, 
Eternal tpi^etiikga to the dead ; 
And "Atg, Ave, Ave/ said, 

' Adieu, adieu ' for CTermore* 
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LVIl. < 

In those md wordn I took farewell : J I 

Like echoes in sepulclirol halls, 

As drop by drop the water falls 
111 vuidts and catacombs, they fell ; 



The high Muse answer d : * Wherefore grieve 
Thy brethren with a fruitless tear f 
Abide a little longer here, 

And thou shalt take a nobler leave.' 
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And, falling, idly broke the )x»aoo t. 

Of hearts that lioat from day to day, |. i 

Half-conscious of their dying clay, : '^ 

And those cold ciypts where they shall cease. ; 
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LVIII. 

Sorrow, wilt thou live with me 
No casual mistress, but a wife, 
My bosom-friend and half of life : 

As I confess it needs must be ; 

Sorrow, wilt thou rule ray blood, 
Be sometimes lovely like a bride, 
And put thy liarslier moods aside. 

If thou wilt have me wise and good. 

My centred passion cannot move, 
Nor will it lessen from to-day ; 
But ril have leave at times to play 

As with the creature of my love ; 

And set thee forth, for thou art mine, 

With 80 much hope for years to come. 
That, howsoever I know thee, some 

Could hardly tell what name were thine. 
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LIX. 



Hk pant ; a moiiI of nobler tone : 

My spirit love<l and loves him yet, 
liike 80ine poor girl whose heart is set 
On one whoKe rank exceeds her own. 

He mixing with his pi\)i>er sphere, 

She finds the baseness of her lot, 

Half jealous of she knows not what, 
And envying all that meet him there. 

The little village looks forlorn ; 

She sighs amid her narrow days, 

Moving about the household ways, !» 

In that dark house where she was bom. \ 

r 

The foolish neighbours come and go, 

And tease her till the day draws by : 

At night she weeps^ 'How vain um I ! . 

p 
How sh<»ukl he love a thing so low ? * i 

I 
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LX. 

If, in thy second state sublime, 

Thy ransomed reason change replies 
i With all the circle of the wise, 

The perfect flower of human time ; 

And if thou cast thine eyes below^, 
! How dimly charactered and slight, 

! ' How dwarf d a growth of cold and night, 

1 > How blanch*d with darkness must I grow ! 

K 

\ { Yet turn thee to the doubtful shore, 

' ^ Where thy first form was made a man ; 

I loved thee, Spirit, and love, nor can 

The aool of Shakspeare love thee more. 

I 
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LXI. 

Tno' if an eye that's domward cast 

Could make thee somewhat blench or fail, 
Then bo my love an idle tale, 

And fading legend of the {mst ; 

And thou, as one that once declined. 
When he was little more than boy, 
On some unworthy heart with joy, 

But lives to wed an equal mind ; 

And breathes a novel world, the while 

His other passion wliolly dies, 

Or in the light of deeper eyes 
Is matter for a flying smile. 
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LXII. 

Ykt pity for a horeo o'cr-driven, 

And love in which my hound has part, 
Can hang no weight u))on my heart 

In it8 assumptions up to heaven ; 

And I am so much more than these, 

As thou, ))crclmnce, art more than I, 
And yet I spare them S3rm|)athy 

And I would set their pains at ease. 

So may*st thou watch me where I weep, 
As^ unto vaster motions bound, 
The circuits of thine orbit round 

A higher height, a deeper deep. 



LXIII. 



DoHT thdii look Uick on what hath been, 

■1 { 
Ah Hoiiie divinely gifted man, ' | 

WhoHC life in low CHtato began ij i { 

And on n mniple village green ; 1 . 

ill 

Wh(» breaks liiK birtirH invidiouH bar, 1 1 

And gra«[» the skirts of happy chance, } \ '[ 

And breasts tlie blows of circumstance, ' ' i 



And grapples with his evil star ; 



Who makes by force his merit known . 

And lives to clutch the golden keys, « 



To mould a mighty state's decrees, 
And shai)e the whisi>er of the throne ; 



I 

I 

i 
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And moving up from high to higher, , 

IWcomes on Fortune's crowning slope ' 

The pillar of a people's hope, I 

The centre of a world's desire ; ; | 
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Yet feelsy as in a pensive dream, 

When all his active powers are still, 
A distant deamess in the hill, 

A secret sweetness in the stream, 
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The limit of his narrower fate, 

While yet beside its vocal springs 
He play*d at oounsollors and kings. 

With one that was his earliest mate ; 

Who ploughs with pain his native lea 
And reaps the labour of his hands. 
Or in the furrow musing stands ; 

* Does my old friend remember me ?* 
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LXIV. 



Sweet soul, do with me as thou wilt ; 

I lull a fancy trouhlc-tost 

With * Love's too j)reciou8 to be lost, 
A little grain shall not be spilt.* 

And in that solace can I sing, 

Till out of painful phases wrought 
There flutters up a happy thought, 

Self-balanced on a lightsome wing : 

Since we deserved the name of friends, 
And thine effect so lives in me, 
A part of mine may live in thee, 

And move thee on to noble ends. 
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LXV. 

You thought my heart too far diseased ; 
You wonder when my fancies play 
To find me gay among the gay, 

Like one with any trifle pleased. 

1'he shade by which my life was crost, 
Which makes a desert in the mind, 
Has made me kindly with my kind, 

And like to him whose sight is lost ; 

Whotjo feet are guided thro' tlie land, 
Whose jest among his friends is free, 
Who takes the children on his knee, 

And winds their curls about his hand : 

He plays with threads, he beats his chair 
For pastime, dreaming of the sky ; 
His inner day can never die. 

His night of loss is always there. 
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LXV1. 

When on my l>cd the moonlight faliis 

I know that in thy i)lacc of rest 

By that broad water of the west, 
There comes a j?lory on tlic walls : 

Thy marble briglit in dark appears, j i 

As slowly steals a silver fiaine 
Along the letters of thy name, 
And o'er tlie number of thy years. 

The mystic glory swims away ; 

From ofl* my bed the moonlight dies ; 

And closing eaves of wearied eyes 
I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray : 

And then I know the mist is drawn 

A lucid veil from coast to coast, 

And in the dark church like a ghost 
Thy tablet glimmers to the dawn. 
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LXV1I. 

WuEN in the down I sink my hciul, 

Sleep, Death's twin-brotlier, times my breath ; 
Sleep, Death's twin-brother, knows not Deatli, 

Nor can I dream of thee as dead : 

I walk as ere I walkM forloni, 

Wlien all our jnith was fresh with dew. 
And all the bugle breezes blew 

Ueveill^e to the breaking mom. 

".• 1 

' \:\ But what is this ? I turn about, 

1 find a trouble in thine eye, 
Which makes me sad I know not why, 

• *l Nor can m\' dream resolve the doubt : 

ff I 

; ; But ere the lark hath left the lea 

• I I I wake, and I discern the truth ; 

It is the trouble of my youth 
' . That foolish sleep transfers to thee. 

:\\ 
)i 



^ '"^^fc with aco/fs r 

'" jout/i and Jioi 

''^caJl'dmofool ,, 



*' i 



i 



n 



1 I 



He reached the gloiy of a hand, 

That seemM to touch it into leal* : 
The Yoiee was not the voice of grief : 

The wordg were hard to undenstand. 
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LXIX. 



1 CANNOT seo tbo featuroB rigiit, 

When on the gloom I strive to point 
The face I know ; the huea are faint 

And mix with hollow masks of night ; 



Cloud-towere hy ghostly masons wrought, 
A gulf tliat ever slmts and gapes, 
A hand that points, and palled shapes 

In shadowy thoroughfares of thought ; 

And crowds that strctmi from yawning doors, 
And shoals of pucker d faces drive ; 
Dark bulks that tumble half alive. 

And lazy lengths on boundless shores : 



% 
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Till all at once beyond the will 
I hear a wizard music roll, 
And thro' a lattice on the soul 

Looks thy (air face and makes it still. 
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LXX. 

Slbsp, kinsman thou to death and trance 
And madness, thou hast forged at last 
A night-long Present of the Past 

In which we went thro* summer France. 

Hadst thou such credit with the soul ? 
Then bring an opiate trebly strong, 
Drug down the blindfold sense of wrong 

That so my pleasure may be whole ; 

While now wo talk as once we talk'd 

Of men and minds, the dust of change, 
Tlie days that grow to something strange. 

In walking as of old we walkM 



I Beside the river's wooded reach, 

\ The fortress, and the mountain ridge. 

The cataract flashing from the bridge, 
The breaker breaking on the beach. 
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LXXI. 

II18E8T thou thu8, dim dawn, agiiiu. 

And howlcsty itssuiug out of night, 

With bla8t8 tliat blow the p(>])lar white, 
And lu8h with storm tho Htrciiming pane f 

Day, when my crown*d estate begun 

To pino in that ixjversc of doom, i 

Which BickcuM every living bloom, 
And bluir'd the 8j)lendour of the mm ; 



Who uslierest in the dolorous hour 

With thy quick tcai*« that make the rose 
Pull sideways, and the daisy close 

Her crimson fringes to the shower ; 
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Who might'st have heaved a windless flume 

Up the deep East, or, whispering, play'd 

A chet^uer-work of beam and shade 
Along the hills, yet looVd the same, h 
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Aft wan, as chill, as wild as now ; 

Day, mark*d as with some hideous crime, 
AVhen the dark hand struck down thro* time, 

And cancell'd naturc*s best : but thou. 

Lift as thou may^st thy burthen'd brows 

Thro' clouds that drench the morning star, 
And whirl the ungamer*d sheaf afar, 

And sow the sky with flying boughs, 

And up thy vault with roaring sound 

Climb thy thick noon, disastrous day ; 
Touch thy dull goal of joyless gray, 

And hide thy shame beneath the ground. 
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LXXII. 

So many worlds, so much to do, 

So little done, such things to be, 
How know I what had need of theo, 

For thou wert strong as thou wert true 1 

The fame is quench'd that I foresaw. 

The head hath missM an oartldy wreath : 
I curse not nature, no, nor death ; 

For nothing is that errs from law. 

We pass ; the path that each man tro<l 
Is dim, or will be dim, with weeds : 
What fame is left for hiunan deeds 

In endless age ? It rests with God. 

hollow wraith of dying fame, 

Fade wholly, while the soul exults, 
And self-infolds the large results 

Of force that would have forged a name. 
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LXXIIf. 

At aometimes in a dead man*8 face. 

To those that watch it more and more, 
A likenew, hardly seen licforc, 

Cofneii out — ^to some one of his race : 

So, dearest, now thy brows arc cold, 

I see thee what thou art, and know 
Thy likeness to the wise below. 

Thy kindred with the great of old. 

But there is more than I can sec, 
And what I see I leave unsaid, 
Nor speak it, knowing Death has made 

His darkness beautiful with tliee. 
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LXXIV. 

I LBAVB thy pruiscH nncxprcsHM 

In vorao that brings niyKclf roliof, 
And hy tlic niciiHiirc of my grief 

I leave thy grcatncsR to l>e giiessM ; 

What [)racticc howsoc'cr cxjwrt 

In fitting aptent words to things. 
Or voice the riclieHt-toncd that sings, 

Jiath power to give tiicc as thou wert 1 

[ wire not in tlic«o fading days 

To raise a cry timt lasts not long, 

And round thee with the breeze of song 

To stir a Httlo dust of i)mise. 

Thy leaf has |)€rish*d in the green, 

And, while we breathe l)encath the sun, 
The world which credits what is done 

Is cold to all that nriight have been. 



\ 



104 






! r, 



U 



So here shall silenoo guard thy fame ; 
But somewhere, out of human view, 
Whate*er thy hands are set to do 

Is wrought with tumult of acdaim. 
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LXXV. 

Take wings of fancy, and asoend. 
And in a moment laot thy face 
Where all the starry heavens of space 

Are Bhaq)en*d to a needle*8 end ; 

Take wings of foresi^^^ht ; lighten thro* 
The secular abyss to come, 
And lo, thy deepest lays are dumb 

Before the mouldering of a yew ; 



'V t 

^ \ 

^ . i 
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And if the matin songs, that woke j [ 

The darkness of our planet, last. 

Thine own shall witlicr in the vast. 
Ere half the lifetime of an oak. j ^ 

i 
Ere these have clothed their branchy bowers j : 

With fifty Mays, thy songs are vain ; I ; 

And what are they when these remain ^ - 

The ruin*d shells of hollow towers ? i - « ' 
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LZXVI. 

What hopo is hero for modem rhyme 
To him, who turns a musing eye 
On songs, and deeds, and lives, that lie 

Foreshorton'd in the tract of time 1 

I These mortal lullabies of pain 

May bind a book, may line a Ik)x, 
May serve to curl a maiden's locks ; 
I i I Or when a thousand moons shall wane 

;;m; 

j A man upon a stall may find, 

I ^ ' And, passing, turn the page that tells 

A grief, then changed to something else, 
t 
.' Sung by a long-foi^tton mind. 

I : But what of that ? My darken'd ways 

i Shall ring with music all the same ; 

I I To breathe my loss is more than fame, 

To utter love more sweet than praise. 
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LXXTII. 

Again At ChristniaH did wc weave 

The holly round the Christmas hearth ; 

The Hilciit snow possessed the earth, 
Anil calmly foil our ChriMtmaH-eve : 

The yule-cloj^ Hjwirklcd keen with frost, j 

No wing of wind the region swept, | 

i But over all things brooding sleyjt ^ 

! The quiet sense of something lost. 

As in the winters left iK'hind, 

Again our ancient games had phice, 

The mimic picture's breathing grace, 
And dance and song and hoodman-blind. 



Wl)o show*d a token of distress ? 

No single tear, no mark of pain : 
sorrow, then can sorrow wane? 

grief, can grief be changed to less { 



! / 



t 



108 

O last regret, regret can die ! 

No— mixt with all this mystic frame, 
I Her deep relations are the same, 

But with long use her tears are diy. 
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Lxxviir. 

* More than my brothers arc to me ' — 
Let this not vex thee, noble heart ! 
I know thee of what force thou art 

To hold the costliest love in fee. 

But thou and I are one in kind, 

As moulded like in nature's mint ; 
And hill and wood and field did print 

The same sweet forms in either mind. 

For us the same cold streamlet curlM 

Tliro' all his eddying coves ; the same 
All winds that roam the twilight came 

In whispers of the beauteous world. 

At one dear knee we proffer'd vows, 

One lesson from one book wo leam*d, 
Ere childhood's flaxen ringlet tum*d 

To black and brown on kindred browB« 



!! 
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And 80 my wealth rMombleii thine. 
But he was rich where I was poor. 
And he supplied my want the more 

As his imlikeness fitted mine. 
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LXXIX. 



His credit thus shall set mo frco ; 

And, influence-rich to soothe and save, 
Unused example from the grave 

Reach out dead hands to comfort me. 
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If any vtigue desire should rise, 

That holy Death ere Arthur died 

Had moved me kindly from his side, 
And dropt the dust on tearless eyes ; 

! V 

r\ 
Then fancy shapes, as fancy can, .^ 

The grief my loss in him had wrought, 

A grief as deep as life or thought. 

But stayed in peace with God and man. 

I make a j)icturc in the brain ; 

I hear the sentence that he s]x)aks ; 

He bears the burthen of the weeks, \ \ 

But turns his burthen into gjiin. ' 
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LZXX. 

Could I have said while he was here 

' My loTc shall now no further range ; 
There cannot come a mellower change, 

For now is love mature in ear.* 

Love, then, hod hope of richer store : 
What end is here to my complaint 1 
This haunting whisper makes me faint, 

* More years had made me love thee more.* 

But Death returns an answer sweet : 
* My sudden frost was sudden gain, 
And gave all ripeness to the grain, 

It might have drawn (torn after-beat* 
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LXXXI. 

1 WAGE not any feud with Death 

For changes wrought on form and face ; 

No lower life that earth's embrace 
May brec<l with him, aiu fright my faith. 

Kteniail procej48 moving on, 

Fix>m state to state the spirit walks ; 

And these are but the shatter d stalks, 
Or ruin'd chrysalis of one. 

Nor blame I Deatli, \>ccause lie bare 
The use of virtue out of earth : 
1 know transphuitcd human worth 

Will bloom to profit, otherwhere. 

For this alone on Death 1 wi-eak 

Tiie wTath that gamci-s in my heart ; 
He put oxvr lives so far apart 

We cannot hear each other speak. 
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LXXXII. 

Dir down upon the northern shore, 

O sweet new-year delaying long ; 

Thou doest expectant nature i^Tong ; 
Delaying long, delay no more. 

What stays thee from the clouded noons, 

Thy sweetness from its pro|K5r place ? ^ 

Can trouble live with April dap, 
Or sadness in the summer moons ? 

Bring orchis, bring the foxglove spire, 

The little speedwell's darling blue, 

Deep tulips dash*d with fiery dew, 
Laburnums, dropping- wells of fire. j 

O thou, new-year, delaying long, i 

Delaycst the sorrow in my blood, i 

That longs to burst a frozen bud, | 

And flood a fresher throat with song. 



lis 



Thy l)l<MKi, my frioiul, and jmrtly mine : 
For now the day was dniwin;: on, 
When thon hhoidd'st link thy life with one 

Of mine own house, and Iwys of thine 

Had bahWed * Uncle' on my knee ; 
But that remorseless iron hour 
Made cypress of her orange flower, 

Desjiair of Hope, and earth of thee. 

12 



LXXZIII. 

When I contemplate all alone 

The life that hml lieen thine below, 
And fix my thoughts on all the glow 

To which thy crescent would have grown ; 



I see thee sittuij; crown'd with good, 

A central warmth diffusing bliss 

In glance and smile, and clasp and kiss, 
On all the bnuiches of thy blood ; 3 i 
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I seem to meet their least desire, 

To clap their cheeks, to call them mine. 

I see their unborn faces shine 
Beside the never-lighted fire. 

I see myself an honoured guest, 

Thy partner in the flowery walk 
Of letters, genial table-talk. 

Or deep dispute, and graceful jest ; 

While now thy prosperous labour fills 
The lips of men with honest praise, 
And sun by sun the happy days 

Descend below the golden hills 

With promise of a mom as fair ; 

And all the train of bounteous houi*ti 
Conduct by paths of growing powers, 

To reverence and the silver hair ; 

Till slowly worn her earthly robe, 

Her lavish mission richly wrought. 
Leaving great legacies of thought. 

Thy spirit should fail from off the globe ; 
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What timo mine own might also flco, 

As linked with thine in love and fate, 
And, horering o'er the dolorous ttrait 

To the other shore, involved in thee, 

Arrive at last the blessed goal, 

And He that died hi Holy Land 
Would reach us out the shining hand, 

And take us as a single soul. 

What reed was that on which I leant 1 
Ah, backward fancy, wherefore wake 
The old bitterness again, and break 

The low beginnings of content 
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LXXXIV. 

This truth came borne with bier and piUl, 
I felt it, when I sorrowed most, 
Tia better to have loved and loat, 

Than never to have loved at all 

O true in word, and tried in deed, 
Demanding, so to bring relief 
To this which is our common grief, 

What kind of life is that I lead ; 

And whether trust in things above 

Be dimm*d of surrow^, or sustainM ; 
And whether love for him have drained 

My oapabilities of love ; 

Your words have virtue such as draws 
A faithful answer from the breast, 
Thro* light reproaches, half exprest, 

And loyal unto kindly laws. 
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My blood iiu even tenor kept, 

Till on niiuo ctu* thiH nietttuige follti, 
That in Yienna*» fatal walls 

(•od*8 finger toucird him, and he blcpt. 



Ihe gix'at lutelligcuces fair \\ 

That range alH>ve our moiial state, 

In cirele round the blesssed gate, 
deceived and ^ave him weloouic there : i . 

iX 

And led him thi-o' the blissful elimes, I 

And show'd him in tlie fountain fresli ! 

.Vll knowledge that the sons of flesli 

Shall gather in the cycled times. 



lint I remained, whose hopes weiv dim, 

Whose life, whose thoughts were little worth, , 

To wander on a darkeuM earth. 
Where all things romul me breathed of him. 



O friendship, equal -poised euntrol, 

heart, with kindliest motion warm, 
sacred essence, other fonn, 

solemn ghost, crowned soul ! 
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Yet none could better know than I, 

How much of act at human hancU 

The sense of human will demands. 
By which we dare to live or die. 

Whatever way my days decline, 

I felt and feel, tho' left alone, 

His being working in mine own, 
The footsteps of his life in mine ; 

A life that all the Muses deck'd 

With gifts of grace, that might express 
All-comprehensive tenderness. 

All-subtilising intellect : 

And so my passion hath not swerved 

To works of weakness, but I find 

An image comforting the mind. 
And in my grief a strength reserved. 

Likewise the imaginative woe, \ 

That loved to handle spiritual strife, 

Diffused the shock thro' all my life. 
But in the present broke the blow. 
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My pulaes thercforo beat again 

For other firiendti that once I met ; 
Nor can it suit me to foiiget 

The mighty hopes that make us men. 



Which moHtcre Time indeed, and is 
Eternal, sciKirate from fears : 
The all-as8uming months and years 

C-an take no part away from this : 

liut Summer on the steaming floods, 

And Spring that swells the narrow brooks. 
And Autumn, with a noise of rooV". 

That gather in the waning woods, 

And cvciy jmlse of wind and wave 

Recalls, in cliango of light or gloom, 
My old affection of the tomb. 

And n\y prime passion in the grave : 
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I woo your love : I count it crime 

To mouni for any overmuch ; ij » 

I, the divided half of such j I ' | 

A friendHhip as had master d Time ; 
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My old affection of the tomb, 

A part of stillness, yearns to speak : 
* Arise, and get thee forth and seek 

A fiiendship for the years to come. 

i 

I watch thee from the quiet shore ; 

Thy spirit up to mine can reach ; 

But in dear words of human speech 
We two communicate no more.* 

And I, ' Can clouds of natui*e stain 
The starry clearness of the free ? 
How is it ? Canst thou feel for ine 

Some painless sympathy with pain ? ' 

And lightly does the whis|)cr fall : 

' *Tis hard for thee to fathom this ; 
I triumph in conclusive bliss, 

And that serene result of all/ 

So hold I commerce with the dead ; 

Or so methinks the dead would say ; 

Or so shall grief with symbols play, 
And pining life be &ncy-fcd. 



It I! 

•I 

123 }\\ 

Now looking to some settled end, I ( 

That thc»e thiugtt potis, and I shall prove !| [ 

A meeting somewhere, love with love, \ \ 

I crave your (lordou, my friend ; 






If not so fresh, with love iis true, 

I, clasping brother-hands, aver J \ 

I could not, if I would, transfer J ; [ 

The whole I felt for him to you. 
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For which bo they that hold ajnirt 

Tiie promise of the golden hours Y 

First love, first friendship, equal powers, 
That marry with the virgin heart 

Still mine, that Ciinnut l)\it deplore. 
That beats within a lonely j)lace. 
That yet renienibci's his embrace, 

But at his footstep leaps no more. 

I 

My heart, tho* widowM, may not rest i I, 

Quito in the love of what is gone. 

But seeks to beat in time with one 
Tliat waiTns another living breast. 
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Ah, take the imperfect gift I brings 
Knowing the primrose jet is dear^ 
T^e primrose of the later year, 

As not unlike to that of Spring. 



LJLXXr. 



HwECT nfter d^umen. mmhnmal ur^ j 

TliiU rolkvt CrofD the gc«i^ecN» gloom 'j 

Of erctuD^ oTcr bnke and bloooi ^] ! 

And nicad'/w, •Unrlr Ijtxaithiiig bare T^j 

ii 

Ttie HMind of Kiiaoe, and raf 4 belmr ' t f 

Tliro' all tlie detry-taaicird wood, '"* * 
Aiid aliadowin;^ down the homed flood 

lit riifplciiy Ian my l/rowa and blow 



The* (ever from my check, and Ki^h ; 

The full new hfe that fccda thy breath \ 

Thrt>ughout my fnimc, till Doubt and Death, 

111 brethren, let the fancy fly 



From licit to l>elt (»f crimHon 8ca8 

On lea^^icM of fnloiir Htreaming far, 
To where in yonder orient Htar 

A hundred RpiritH whiH|)er ' Peace.* 
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LXXXVI. 

I PAST beside the reverend walls 

In which of old I wore the gown ; 
I roved at random thro' the toiwi, 

And saw the tumult of the halls ; 

And heard once more in college fanen 

The storm their high-built organs make, 
And thunder-music, rolling, shake 

The prophets blazon d on the panes ; 

And caught once more the distant shout, 
The measiuxKi pulse of racing oars 
Among the willows ; paced the shorcK 

And many a bridge, and all altout 

The same gray flats again, and felt 

The same, but not the same ; and last 
Up that long walk of limes I past 

To see the rooms in which he dwelt 
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Another name was on the door : 
I lingered ; all within was noise 
Of songs, and clapping hands, and boys 

That crashed the gLiss and beat the floor ; 

Where once we held debate, a band 

Of youthful friends, on mind and art, 
And labour, and the changing mart. 

And all the framework of the land ; 

When one would aim an arrow fair, 

But send it slackly from the string ; 
And one would pierce an outer ring. 

And one an inner, here and there ; 

And IjiKt the master-bowman, he. 

Would cleave the mark. A willing ear 
We lent him. Wlio, but hung to hear 

The rapt oration flowing free 

From jK>int to point, with power and grace 
And music in the Iwunds of law. 
To those conclusions when we saw 

The God within him light his face, 
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And seem to lift the form, and glow 
In aiure orbits heavenlj-wise ; 
And oyer those ethereal eyes 

The bar of Miehael Angela 
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LXXXVII. 

Wild bird, whose warble, liquid sweet, 
Rings Eden thro' the budded quicks, 
O tell me where the senses mix, 

tell me where the passions meet, 

Whence radiate : fierce extremes employ 
Thy spirits in the darkening leaf. 
And in the midmost heart of grief 

Thy passion clasps a secret joy : 



And 1 — my harp would prelude woe — 
1 cannot all command the strings ; 
The glory of the sum of things 

Will flash along the chords and go. 
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LXXXVIII. 

W1TGH-BLM8 that couuterchange the floor 
Of this flat la^Ti with dusk and bright ; 
And thou, with all thy breadth and height 
I Of foliage, towering Bjcaniore ; 

I How often, hither wandering down, 

< My Arthur found your sliadows fair, 

i And shook to all the liberal air 

I • 

llie dust and din and steam of town : 

He brought an eye for all he saw ; 
He niixt in all our simple sjjorts ; 
They pleased him, fresh from brawling courts 
I And dusty piurlieus of the law. 

joy to him in this retreat, 

Inmiantled in ambrosial dark, 
, To drink the cooler air, and mark 

' The landscape winking thro' the heat : 
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O HOund to rout the brood of caros, 

Tho Hwccp of BCjtho in morning dew. 
The guilt that round tho garden flew. 

And tumbled half the mellowing pears 1 

O blit», when all in circle drawn 

About liim, hcaurt and ear were fed 
To hear him, as he lay and read 

The Tutfcan poeUt on tho lawn : 

Or in tho all-golden afternoon 

A guest, or happy sister, sung, 

Or here she brought the harp and flung 

A ballad to the brightening moon : 
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Nor less it pleased in livelier moods, 
Beyond the bounding liill to stray. 
And break the livelong summer day 

VV^ith banquet in the distant woods ; 



Whereat wo glanced from theme to theme, 
Discussed the books to love or hate. 
Or touch'd the changes of the state, 

Or threaded some Socratic dream ; 
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But if I praised the busy town, 

He loved to rail against it still, 
For * ground in yonder social mill 

We rub each other^s angles down, 

And merge ' he said ' in form and gloss 
Tlie picturesque of man and man.* 
We talk*d : the stream beneath us ran. 

The wine-flask lying oouch*d in moss. 

Or oool'd within the glooming wave ; 
And last, returning from afar, 
Before the crimson-circled star 

Had falFn into her father*s grave. 

And brushing ankle-deep in flowers, 
We heard behind the woodbine veil 
The milk that bubbled in the pail. 

And bunings of the honied houra 
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LXXXIX. 

He tasted love with half his mind. 

Nor ever drank the inviolate Bpring 
Whore nighcst heaven, who first could fling 

Hiis bitter seed among mankind ; 
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That could the dead, whose dying eyes ji 
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Were closed with wail, resume their life, 
Tliey woiUd but find in child and wife 
An iron welcome when they rise : 

'Twas well, indeed, wlicn wann with wine, 

To pledge them with a kindly tear, I 

To talk them o'er, to wish them here, j 

To count their memories half divine ; > 

But if they came who past away, 

Behold their brides in other hands ; 

The hard heir strides about their lands. 
And will not yield them for a day. 
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Yea, tho* their sons were none of those, 

Not less the yet-loved sire would make 
Confusion worse than death, and shake 

The pillars of domestic peace. 

Ah dear, but come thou back to me : 

Whatever change the years have wrought, 
I find not yet one lonely thought 

That cries against my wish for thee. 
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XC. 
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When rosy plumelets tuft the larch, 

And rarely pipes tlic mounted thrush ; 

Or underneath the barren bush 
Flits bv the sea-blue bii*d of March : I 

Come, wear the form by which I know i^ 

li/' ; 

Thy spirit in time among thy peers ; •} • ' 

Tlie hoi>e of unaccomplish'd years 
Be large and lucid round thy brow. 



When summer's hourly-mellowing change 
May breathe, with many roses sweet, 
Upon the thousand waves of wheat. 

That ripple round the lonely grange ; 

Come : not in watches of the night, 

But where the sunbeam broodeth warm, 
Come, beauteous in thine after form. 

And like a finer light in light. 
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ZCI. 

Ip any vision should reveal 

Thy likeness, I might count it vain 
As but the canker of the brain ; 

Yea, tho' it spake and made appeal 

To chances where our lots were cast 
Together in the days behind, 
I might but saj, I hear a wind 

Of memory murmuring the past. 

Yea, tho' it spake and bared to view 
A fact within the coming year ; 
And tho* the months, revolving near, 

Should prove the phantom-warning true. 

They might not seem thy prophecies, 
But spiritual presentiments. 
And such refraction of events 

Aa often rises ere they rise. 
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XCII. 

I SHALL not see thco. Dare I haj 
No Hpirit over broko the band 
That stays him from the native land, 

Where first he walk*d when claspt in day f 

No viHual shade of some one lost, 

But lie, the Spirit himself, may come 
Where all tlic nerve of sense is numb ; 

Spirit to Spirit, Ghost to Ghost 

0, therefore from thy sightless range 
With gods in unconjectured bliss, 
0, from the distance of the abyss 

Of tenfold-complicated change, 

Descend, and touch, and enter ; hear 

The wish too strong for words to name ; 
That in this blindness of the frame 

My Ghost may feel that thine is near. 
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XCIII. 

How pure at heart and sound in head, 
With what divine affections bold 
Should be the man whose thought would hold 

An hour*8 communion with the dead. 

In vain shalt thou, or any, call 

The spirits from their golden day. 
Except, like them, thou too canst saj. 

My spirit is at peace with all 

They haunt the silence of the breast. 
Imaginations calm and fair, 
The memory like a cloudless air, 

The conscience as a sea at rest : 



But when the heart is full of din, 

And doubt beside the portal waits, 
They can but listen at the gates, 

And hear the household jar within. 
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XCIV. 

By nijrht we lingcr'd on the lawn, 

?\)r underfoot the licrb was dry ; 

And genial warmth ; and o*cr the skj 
The silvery haze of summor (h^wn ; 

And calm tliat lot the tapers bum 

Unwavering : not a cricket chirred : 

The brook alone far-off was heard, 
And on the board the fluttering uni : 

And batH went round in fragrant skies, 

And wheel'd or lit the filmy shapes | 

Tiiat haunt the dusk, with ermine capes 1 1 

And woolly breasts and beaded eyes ; j 

While now we sang old songs that poalM 

From knoll to knoll, where, couch*d at ease, 

The white kine glimmer*d, and the trees ' , 

Laid their dark arms about the field. I 
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But when those others, one by one. 

Withdrew themselves from me and night, 
And in the house light after light 

Went out, and I was all alone, 

A hunger seized mj heart ; I read 

Of that glad year which once had been. 
In those falFn leaves which kept their grce 

The noble letters of the dead : 

And strangely on the silence broke 

The silent-speaking words, and strange 
Was lovers dumb cry defying change 

To test his worth ; and strangely spoke 

The fiiith, the vigour, bold to dwell 

On doubts that drive the coward back. 
And keen thro* wordy snares to track 

Suggestion to her inmost cclL 

So word by word, and line by line, 

The dead man touch*d me from the past. 
And all at once it seem*d at last 



His living soul was flash*d on mine. 



HI 

And mino in his was wound, and whirFd 
About empyreal heights of thought, 
And came on that which is, and caught 

The deep pulsations of the world, 

^Eonian music measuring out 

The steps of Time — the shocks of Chance— 
The blows of Death. At length mj trance 

Was canccirdy stricken thro* with doubt 

Vague wonls ! but ah, how hard to frame 
In mattcr-uiouldcd forms of speech, 
Or ev'n for intellect to reach 

Thro* memory that which I became : 

Till iiDW tiic doubtful dusk revoard 

The knolls once more where, couch*d at ease, 
The white kiuo glinmier d, and the trees 

l^iid their dark arms about the field : 
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And Huck*d from out the distant gloom 
A breeze began to tremble o'er 
The largo leaves of the sycamore, 

And fluctuate all the still perfume, 
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' And gathering frcuhlier overhead, 

Rock'd the fuU-foUaged elms, and swung 
The heavy-folded rose, and flung 
The Ulies to and fro, and said 



• The dawn, the dawn,' and died away i 
And East and West, without a breath, 
Mixt their dim Ughts, like life and death, 

To broaden into boundless day. 



You say, but with no touch of soorUy 

Swcct-hcarted, you, whose light-blue eyes 
Are tender over drowning flics. 

You tell me, doubt is Devil-lx^m. 

i know not : one indeed I knew 

In many a subtle question versed, 
Who touch*d a jarring lyre at first, 

But ever strove to make it true : 

Peqilcxt in fuith, but pure in deedsi 
At last he beat his music out. 
Tiicro lives more faith in honest doubt, 

Believe me, than in half the creeds. 

He fought his doubts and gathered strength. 
He would not make his judgement blind, 
He faced the spectres of the mind 

And laid them : thus he came at length 
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To find a stroiiger fidth his owu ; 

And Power was with him in the nig^t, 
Which makes the daikness and the light, 

And dweUs not in the light alone, 

But in the darkness and the cloud, 
As over SinaTs peaks of old. 
While Israel made their gods of gold, 

Altho' the trum^iet hlew so loud. 



145 



xrvi. 

My 1i»vc has tJilkM with rocks and trees ; 
]{o finds on imsiy mount aiu-gniuud 
}\\H own vast hIuuIow {jrlory-crown'd ; 

He sees hiniself in all ho wos. 

Two partnoi*s of a married life — 

I lookM on these and th(»ught of thee 
In Viistncss and in mystery, 

And <»f my spirit as of a wife. 

Those two — thoy dwolt with eye on eye, 
Tlioir hearts of old liavo heat in tune, 
Their meetings made December June, 

Their ever parting was to die. 

Their love has never past away ; 
Tlie days she never can forget 
Are earnest that he loves her yet, 

Whatever the faitldcss people say. 
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Her life is lone, he sits apart. 

He loves her yet, slic will not weep, 
Tho' rapt in matters dark and deep 

Ho sccnm to Hlight her Kimplc heart-. 

He thrids the labyrinth of the mind, 
He reads the secret of the star, 
He seems so near and yet so far, 

He looks so cold : she thinks him kind. 

She keejis tlio gift of years before, 
A vither*d violet is her bliss ; 
She knows not what his greatness is ; 

For tliat, for all, she loves him moiv. 

For him she plays, to him she sings 
Of early faith and plighted vows ; 
She knows but matters of the house, 

And he, he knows a thousand things. 



Her faith is fixt and cannot move, 
j She darkly feels him great and wise, 

j j " She dwells on him with faithful eyes, 

I I * I cannot understand : I love.' 
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XCVII. 



You leave us : you nvill see the Rhine, 
And tlioso fair hills I KnilM l>elow, 
When I was there with him ; and go 

By summer l>elt8 of wheat and vine 

To where ho breathed his latest breath, 
That City. All her splendour seems 
No livelier tlhin the wisp that gleams 

On Lethe in the eyes of Death. 

lA»t her great Danube rolling fair 

Knwind her isles, unmark'd of me : 
I have not seen, 1 will not see 

Vienna ; rather dream that there, 
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A treble darkness, Evil haunts 

The birth, the bridal ; friend from friend 
Is oftener jmrted, fathers bend 

Above more graves, a thousand wants 
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XCVIII. 

RiSEST thoii tluw, dim daw-n, again. 
So loud with voices of the binltj, 
So thick witli lowingH of the hcixls, 

Day, when I lost the flower of men ; 

Who tremhlcst thro' thy darkling red 

On yon swolFn brook that bubbles fast 
By meadows breatliing of the past, 

And woodlands holy to the dead ; 

Who mnrmurest in the foliaged caves 
A song that slights the coming care. 
And Autumn laying here and there 

A fiery finger on the leaves ; 

Who wakenest with thy balmy breath 
To myriads on the genial earth, 
Memories of bridal, or of birth, 

And unto myriads more, of deatlu 
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O, whorcsoovcr those may be, 

Betwixt the slumber of the polos, 
To-daj they count as kindred souls ; 

They know mo noty but mourn with me. 
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XCIX. 

I CLIMB the hill : from end to end 
()£ all the liindscaiK} underneath, 
I find no jilacc that does not breathe 

Some gn\ciou8 memory of my friend ; 

No gray old grange, or lonely fold, 

Or low momss and whisiKjring reed, 
Or simple stile from mead to mead. 

Or shccpwalk up the windy wold ; 

Nor hoary knoll of ash and haw 

That hears the latest linnet trill, 
Nor quany trcnch'd along the hill, 

And liauntcd by the ^vrangling daw ; 

Nor runlet tinkling from the rock ; 
Nor j>astoral riN-ulct that swerves 
To left and right thro' meadowy curves, 

That feed the mothers of the flock ; 
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But each has pleased a kindred eye, 
And each reflects a kindlier day ; 
Andy leaving these, to pass away, 

I think once more he seems to die. 
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Uxwatcii'd, the garden l)Ough diall 8way, 
Tlie tcudcr blouHom flutter down. 
Unloved, that beech will gather brown, 

Thw nmi)le bum ituelf away ; 

Unloved, the bun-flower, »hining fair, 

Ray round with flames her disk of aeed. 
And many a rose-carnation feed 

With summer spice the humming air ; 
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Unloved, by many a sandy bar. 

The brook shall l)iibblc do^vn the plain. 
At noon or when the lesser wain 

Is twisting round the polar star ; 

Uncarcd for, gird the windy grove. 

And flood the haunts of hem and crake ; 
Or into silver arrows break 

The soiling moon in creek and cove ; 
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Till from tho garden and the wild 

A fresh association blow. 

And year by year the landscape grow 
Familiar to the stranger^s child ; 

As year by year the labourer tills 

His wonted glebe, or lops the glades ; 
And year by year our memory fades 

From all the circle of the hills. 
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We leave the wcU-Wlovoil place 

Wlicre first wc gnze<l upon the sky ; 

The nM)fH, that lieanl our earliest cry, 

I 
Will Khcltor one of stmnj^er nice. i 

: 1 

; I 

We go, but ere wc go from home, 

A« (lo^ii the ganlcn-walks I move. 

Two spirits of a diverse love 
Contend for loving niastcrdom. 

One whispers, here thy hoyhocnl sung 

Long since its nmtin song, and heard 

The low love-language of the bird 
In native hazels tassel-hung. 

The other answers, * Yea, but here 

Thy feet have sti-ayVl in after hours 

With thy lost friend among the bowers, 
And this hath made them trebly dear.' 
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These two have Btrivcn half the da}% 
And each prefers his separate claim, 
Poor rivals m a losing game. 

That will not yield each other way. 



1 1 



I turn to go : my feet are set 

To leave the pleasant fields and farms ; 

They mix in one another*s arms 
To one pure image of regret 
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CII. 



Mcthought I dwelt within a hall, 

And nmidens with nic : distant hills 
From liiddcn summit h fed with rills 

A river sliding by the wall. 

The hall with haq) and carol rang. 

They sang of what is wise and good 
And gi-accful. In the centre stooil 

A Htiitvie veilM, to which they siing ; 

Ami whicli, tho' veiVd, was known to mc, 
The sha^K) of him I loved, and love 
For v.vQr : then flew in a dovo 

And brought a svmnnons from the sea : 



05 tliat hist night iKjforo wo wcut V 

From out the doors where I was bred, \ 

I dreamM a vision of tho dead, \\ 

Which left my aftcr-moni content I 
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And when they learnt that I must go 

They wept and wail'd, but led the way 
To where a little shallop lay 

At anchor in the flood below ; 

And on by many a level mead, 

And shadowing blufT that made the banks, 
We glided winding imder ranks 

Of iris, and the golden reed ; 

And still as ^-aster grew the shore, 

And roird the floods in grander space, 
The maidens gather'd strength and grace 

And presence, lordlier than before ; 

And I myself, who sat apart 

And watch'd them, wax'd in every limb ; 

I felt the thews of Anakim, 
The pulses of a Titan's heart ; 

As one would sing the death of war. 
And one would chant the history 
Of that great race, which is to be, 

And one the shaping of a star ; 



J 



159 

Until tlio forward-creeping tides 

Began to foam, and we to draw . 
From deep to deep, to where we uaw 

A great ship lift her shining sides. 

The man we loved was there on deck, 
But thrice as large as man he bent 
To greet us. Up the side I went, 

. And fell in silence on his neck : 

Whereat those maidens with one mind 

Bcwaird their lot ; I did them wrong : 
* We scrv'cd tliee here/ they said, * so long. 

And wilt thou leave us now behind}' 

So rapt I was, they could not win 
An answer from my lij)8, but he 
Replying, * Enter likewise ye 

And go with us :' they enter'd in. 

And while the wind began to sweep 
A music out of sheet and shroud, 
Wo steerM her toward a crimson cloud 

That landlike slept along the deep. 
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j 
^, *'\ ' The time draws near the birth of Clirist; 

' t 
\ : I The m(X)n is hid, the iii^ht is Htill ; 

i • • A single church Iwlow the hill 

]h |ictding, folded in the mist 



A single jKJal of bells below, 



I 1.1 ' 

I i I That wakens at this hour of rest 

! . I A single murmur in the breast, 

That these are not the bells I know. 



Like strangers' voices hero they sound, 

\ i In lands where not a memory strays, 

' : Nor landmark breathes of other davs, 

( 
' Biit all is now unhallow'd ground. 

I !. 
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CIV. 



Our futhcr*8 dust is left alone 

And silent under other snows : 
There in duo time the woodbino blows, 

The violet comes, but we are gone. 
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Tins holly by the cottage-eavc, 

To night, ungatliorM, shall it stand : 

Wo live within the stranger'u land, ! \ [ 

And strangely falls our Christmas eve. 
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No more shall wayward gi-ief abuse I 

The genial hour with mask and mime ; 

For change of place, like gix)wth of time, 
Has broke the bond of dying use. 

\ Let cares that petty shadows cast, 
y By which our lives are chiefly proved, 

A little spare the night I loved. 
And hold it solemn to the past. 
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I ; But let no footstep beat the floor, 

Nor bowl of wassail nuintle warm ; 
For who would keep an ancient fonn 

] \ Thro* which the spirit breathes no more ? 



f Be neither song, nor game, nor feast ; 

I Nor harp bo toucird, nor flute be blown ; 

1 1 ; No dance, no motion, save alone 

What lightens in the lucid east 
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.1 Of rising worlds by yonder wood. 
f Long sleeps the summer in the seed ; 

j Run out your measured arcs, and lead 

i The dosing cyde rich in good. 
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Rixo out wild liells to tlic wild skj. 
The firing cloud, the frostj light : 
The year is dying in the night ; 

Ring out, wild bclb, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the now, 

Ring, happy bells, across tho mow : 
The year is going, let him go ; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind. 
For those that hero we see no more ; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor. 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 

Ring out a slowly dying cause, 

And ancient forms of party strife ; 
Ring in tlie nobler modes of life. 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 
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Ring out the want, tho caro, tho sin, 
Tlio faithless coldness of tho times ; 
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes. 

But ring tho fuller minstrel in. 



I Ring out false pride in place and blood. 

The civic slander and the spite ; 
Ring in the love of truth and right, 
Ring in the common love of good. 
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Ring out old shapes of foul disease ; 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 

Ring out the thousand wars of old. 
Ring in tho thousand years of peace. 

Ring in tho valiant nuin and free, 

The laiger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
Ring out the darkness of the land, 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 
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CVI. 

It is tho day when ho was bom, 

A bitter day that early sank 

Behind a puq)le-fra8ty bank 
Of vapour, leaving night forlorn. 

Tho time admits not flowers or leaves 
To deck tho banquet Fiercely flics 
Tho blast of North and East, and ice 

Makes daggers at the sharpcn'd caves, 

And bristles all the brakes and thorns 
To yon hard crescent, as she hangs 
Above tho wood which grides and clangs 

Its leafless ribs and iron horns 

Together, in the drifts that pass 

To darken on tho rolling brine 

That breaks the coast. But fetch tho wine. 
Arrange tho board and brim tho gkss ; 
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Bring in great logs and let them lie, 
To make a solid core of heat ; 
Bo cheerful-mindedy talk and treat 

Of all things eVn as ho were by ; 



{ We keep the day. With festal cheer, 

With books and music, surely we 
Will drink to him whatever he be, 
And smg the songs he loved to hear. 
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evil. 



I WILL not shut mo fix>ni my kind, 

Aiul, Iciit I stiffcu into stone, 

I will not cat my heart alone, 
Nor fecil with sighs a jNissing wind : [ •[ 



What profit lies in baircn faith, 

And vacant ycainnng, tho' with might 
To scale the heaven*s highest height, 

Or dive below tho wells of Death ? 

I 

What find I in the highest i>lace, j 

But mine own phantom chanting hymns 1 | 

And on the dci>th8 of death there swims i 

Tho reflex of a human face. ! 

Ill rather take what fniit may bo 

Of sorrow under human skies : 

'Tis held that sorrow makes us wise. 
Whatever wisdom sleep with thee. 
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CVUI. 

Heart-affluence in disciirsivo talk 

From household fountains never dry ; 
The critic clearness of an eye, 

That saw thro' all the Muses' walk ; 

Seraphic intellect and force 

To seize and throw the doubts of man ; 

Impassioti'd logic, which outran 
The hearer in its fiery course ; 

High nature amorous of the good, 

But touch'd with no ascetic gloom ; 
And passion pure in snowy bloom 

Thro' all the years of April blood ; 

A love of freedom rarely felt, 
Of freedom in her regal seat 
Of England ; not the schoolboy heat. 

The blind hysterics of the Celt ; 
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And manhood fused with fcnmlo graco 
In such a sort, tho child would twino 
A trustful liandy unask'd, in thino. 

And find his comfort in thy face ; 



Have look*d on : if they look*d in Toin, 
My shamo is greater who remain, 
Nor let thy wisdom moke me wise. 
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All these liave been, nnd thee mine eyes |!; 
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Toy converse drew us with delight, 
Tlio men of rathe and ri^K^r years : 
The feeble soul, a hauut of feara, 

Foi^t his weakness in thy sight. 



'^ Y On thee the loyal-hearted hung, 

\\ . 

i 1 (' The proud was half disamiM of pride, 

1 \ 1 

i\[ I / Nor cared the serpent at thy side 

/ To flicker with his double tongue. 



The stem were mild when thou weit by, 
i ! ^1* The flippant put himself to school 

And heard thee, and the brazen fool 
Was sofben'd, and he knew not why ; 



i i While ly thy dearest, sat apart, 

And felt thy triumph was as mine ; 
And loved them more, that they were thine, 
( The graceful tact^ the Christian art ; 
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Not mino tho svcotncss or tho skill, 

But mine tho lovo that will uot tiro. 
And, bom of lovo, tho vague desire 

That spurs an imitative will 
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ex. 



I F The churl in spirit, up or down 

I ^' Along the scale of ranks, thro* all, 



To him who grasps a golden ball, 
Bj blood a king, at heart a clown ; 

The churl in spirit, howe'cr he veil 

His want in forms for fashion's sake. 
Will let his coltish nature break 

At seasons thro* the gilded pale : 

For who can always act ? but he, 

To whom a thousand memories coll, 
Not being less but more than all 

The gentleness he seem*d to be. 

Best 8eem*d the thing he was, and join*d 
Each office of the socialj hour 
To noble manners, as the flower 

And native growth of noble mind ; 
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Nor cTcr nArrowuci» or spite. 
Or villaiu fimcy fleeting by, 
Drew in the exprcwion of an eye, * 
^/ Where God and Nature met in light ; 



And thus ho bore without abuse 

The grand old name of gentleman. 

Defamed by every charlatan, il ', - 

And 8oil*d with all ignoble use. 
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CXL 



High wisdom holds my wisdom less. 

That I, who gazo with temperate eyes 
On glorious insufficiencies. 

Set light by narrower perfectness. 



But thou, that iillest all the room 
\. J Of all my love, art reason why 

I seem to cast a careless eye 
On souls, the lesser lords of doom. 



K. 



For what wcrt thou? some novel power 

Sprang up for ever at a touch, 
/ And hope could never hope too much, 
In watching thee from hour to hour. 



Large elements in order brought. 

And tracts of calm from tempest made, 
And world-wide fluctuation 8way*d 

In vassal tides that foUow'd thought 
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cxii. ji; 

•Tis held tliat sorrow makes us wise ; | % 



Yet how much wisdom sleeps with thee 
Wiich not ftlouo had guided mo, 
But served the seasons that may rise ; 

For can I do\il)t who knew thee keen 
In intellect, with force and skill 
To strive, to fashion, to fulfil — 
I doubt not what thou wouldst have been : 

A life in civic action warm, 

A Boul on highest mission sent, 
A potent voice of Parliament, 

A pillar steadfast in the storm. 

Should licensed boldness gather force. 
Becoming, when the timo has birth, 
A lever to uplift the earth 
And roll it in another course. 
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With thousand shocks that come and go, 
' ^ With agonies^ with cnci^cs, 

\\ • With orerthrowingSy and with cries, 

I j And undulations to and fro. 
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OXIIL 

Who loveji not Knowledge t Who shall mil 

AgainMt her beanty t May she mix 

With men and prosper ! Who shall fix 
Her pillarH ? Let her work prevail. 

Uiit on her forehead sits a fire : 

She sets her fom^'ard countenance 

And leaiw into the future chance, 
Submitting all things to desire. ^ 

Hjilf-;;rown a« yot, a child, and vain — 

Slic cannot fight tlic fear of death. 

What is she, cut from love and faith. 
Hut Home wild Pallas from the brain 

Of Demons ? fiery-hot to burst 

All barriers in her onward race 

For jwwer. Let her know her place : 
She is tlie second, not the first. 
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A higher hand must make her mild, 
it} If all bo not in vain ; and guide 

^ * I Her footsteps, moving side by side 

I I With wisdom, like the younger child : 



For she is earthly of the mind, 

But Wisdom heavenly of the soul. 
O, friend, who camcst to thy goal 

So early, leaving me beliind, 

1 1 would the great world grew like thee. 
Who grewest not nlone in power 
And knowledge, but by year and hour 

I Id reverence and in charity. 
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f 
CXIV. li 

Now fades the last long streak of imow, |' | 

Now burgeons every maze of quick | ' 

About the flowering squares, nnd thick I I 

By ashen roots the violets blow. I ' ; 



Now rings the woodland lou<l and long, 

The distance takes a lovelier hue, 

And drown'd in yonder living blue 
The lark becomes a sightless song. 

J 

Now dance the liglits on lawn and lea, ( 

The flocks arc wliitor down the vale, I 

And milkier every milky nail 

On winding stream or distant sea : 

Where now tlie scamew pij)cs, or dives 

In yonder greening gleam, and fly 

The hai)])y birds, that cliange their sky 
To build and brood ; that live their lives 
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.1 

,t 4 ' From land to laud ; and in mj breatit 
,. y ' I Spring wakens too ; and m j regret 

I I Beoomes an April violet, 

1 ! And buds and bloaeonis like the rest 
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fJXV. 



Yot less of sorrow lives in me 

For days of happy commune dead ; 

Loss yearning for the friendship fled. 
Than some strong bond which is to be. 
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1r it, then, regret for buried lime 

That keonlicr in sweet April wakes 

And meets the year, and gives and takes 
The colours of the crescent prime I 

Not all : the songs, the stirring air, 

The life re-orient out of dust, 

Cry thro' the sense to hearten trust 
In that which made the world so fair. 

Not all regret : the face will sliine 

UjK)n me, while I muse alone ; 

And that dear voice, I once have known, 
Still speak to me of me and mine : | 
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i ' i>AYa and hours, jour work is this, 
» ' To hold mc from my proper place, 

, A little while from liis embrace, 

, For fiiUer gain of after bliss : 



I 

* That out of distance might ensue 

i ; Desire of nearness d(>ul)ly sweet ; 

, And unto meeting, when we meet, 

\ Delight a hunditnlfold accrue, 

i . 

I For every gniin of sand that runs, 

And every sjuui of shade that steals, 
1'. And every kiss of toothed wheels, 

. ( And all the oouraes of the suns. 



ihmrmrtAn i£ xitt wick «f lame, 
The i^vaa i^tminnr il ii» jvaik ; 



hui iniiii ihat tlMMW- wv caJDL ut*! ^AOtai 
Afo tyrcalhen €4*^11 ajnpu^r «^T 

TItit mAU\ mrih whcreriQ ve treiwi 

\\k huoU of fluent he;it Ic^jan, 

An<l ^rcw Ui uecminjj-random fi.>niw. 
1'lni Hoetiiitig i»rcy of cyclic stornu^. 

1^U ii\ Uiu lujit aroDe the man ; 

^^^s'^ ih^-^wo mid branch'd from clime to clime, 
IV homM of a higher race, 
V^sy^ \s( himself in higher place, 

^* *' ^N^ y\^* thiM work of time 
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; • Within himself, from more to more ; 
\ A Or, crowu*d with attributes of woe 

* I Like glories, move his eourse, and show 

\ t That life is not as idle ore. 



But iron dug from central gloom, 

And heated hot with burning fears, 
And dipt in baths of hissing tears, 

And battered with the shocks of doom 

To shape and use. Arise and fly 

The reeling Faun, the sensual feast : 
Move upward, working out the beast, 

And let the ape and tiger die. 



1» ;,^[ 

;h 
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OXVIIL , j 

: h 

Doors, whore my heart was used to beat ^ 

So quickly, not as one that weeps J ; 

I come once more ; the city sleeps ; ' j | 

I smell the meadow in the street : if ! 



I hear a chirp of birds ; I see 

Betwixt the black fronts long-withdrawn 
A light-blue lane of early dawn, 

And think of early days and theo, 

And bless thee, for thy lips are bland 

And bright the friendship of thine* eye ; 
And in my thoughts with scarce a sigh 

1 take the pressure of thine hand. 
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OZIX. 

I TRUST I have not wasted breath : 
I think wc are not wholly brain, 
Magnetic mockeries ; not in vain, 

Like Paul with bcastn, I fought with Death ; 

Not only cunning casts in clay : 

Let Science prove we are, and then 
What matters Science unto men, 

At least to me ? I would not stay. 

Let him, the wiser man who springs 
Hereafter, up from childhood shape 
His action like the greater ape, 

But I was bom to other things. 
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cxx. 



Sad HcsjKjr o'er the buried sun 

And rca«ly, thou, to die with him, ( i 

Thou watchcHt all things ever dim j [ 

And dinuner, and a glory done : ' ; 

il 

The team m loosenM from the wain, ' j 

Tlie boat Ih drawn ni>on the shore : j ' 

Thou listenc8t to the closing door, • 

And life is darkcn*d in the brain. 

Bright Phosphor, tresher for the night. 

By thoo the world's great work is heard 

Beginning, and the wakeful bird : ( 

Behind thee conies the greater light : 

The market boat is on the stream, ! 1 

And voices hail it from the brink ; i . 
Thou hear*8t the village hammer clink. 

And see*st the moving of the team. i 
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Sweet Hesper-Phosphor, double naiiic 
y\ . For what 18 one, the first, the last, 

Thou, like my preeent and my past, 
Thj plaoe is dianged ; thou art the same. 
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CXXI. 

Ou, waot thou with mc, dearest, then, 
While I rose up against my dooni, 
And yearn'd to buret tlic folded gloom, 

To hk^rv tliu uteniul JlctivoiiM ugaiii, 

To feel once more, in placid awe, 
The strong imagination rpU 
A sphere of stars about my soul, 

In all her motion one with law ; 

If thou wort with mc, and the grave 
Divide us not, be witli me now, 
And enter in at breast and brow, 

Till all my blood, a fuller wave, 

He quickenM with a livelier breath. 
And like an inconsiderate boy, 
As in the former tlash of joy, 

i sli{) the thoughts of life and death ; 
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And all the breeze of Fancy blowit, 

And every dew-drop ])aint8 a bow, 



J I I : The wisard lightnings deeply glow, 

\ I I And every thought breaks out a rose. 
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OXXIL I 



TnRRR rolls the dccj) where grew the tree. 

earth, what changes hast thou soon ! 

There where the long street roars, hath been 
The stillness of the centnil sea. 

The hills arc shadows, and they flow 

From form to form, and nothing stands ; 
They melt like mist, the solid lands, 

Like clouds they sha|>o themselves and go. 

But in my 82)irit will I dwell, 

And dream my dream, and hold it true ; 

For tho' my lips may breathe adieu, 
I cannot think the thing farewell. 
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OXZIII. 



That which wc daro invoke to bloss ; 

Our dearest faith ; our ghastliest doubt ; 

He, They, One, All ; witliin, without ; 
I .' ' The Power in darkness whom we guess ; 

1^ 

I ' 1 found Him not in world or sun, 

f , Or eaglets wing, or inscct^s eye ; 

• . Nor thro' the questions men may try, 

. The potty cobwebs we have spun : 



If e*er when faith had fallen asleep, 
I heard a voice ' believe no more * 
And heard an ever-breaking shore 

Tliat tumbled in the Godless deep ; 



I A waniith within the breast would molt 
1^ The freezing reason's colder part, 

f And like a man in wrath the heart 

I Stood up and answcr*d * I have felt* 



m 



No^ like a child in doubt and foar : 

But that blind clamour made me wiae ; 
Then wait I an a child that criee^ 

But, crying, known his fitthor near ; 

And what I ain beheld again 

What is, and no man understands ; 

And out of darkness came the hands 
That reach thro* nature, moulding men. 
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CXXIV. 

Whatever I have said or snng, 

Some bitter notes my harp would give, 
Yea, tho* thero often seem*d to live 

A contradiction on the tongue, 

Yet Hope had never lost her youth ; 

Slie did but look tliro* dimmer eyes ; 

Or Love but play'd with gracious lies, 
Because he felt so fix*d in truth : 

And if the song were full of care, 

He broatheil the spirit of the song ; 
And if the words were sweet and strong 



kI i He set his royal signet there ; 



I ' Abiding with me till I sail 

< To seek thee on the mystic dee])8, 

And this electric force, that keeps 
; A thousand pulses dancing, fail 

i 
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cxxv. 



Love ih and was my Lord and King, 
And in his presence I attend 
To hear tlio tidings of my friend. 

Which every hour his couriers bring. 
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Love is and was my King and Lord, 

And will 1>e, tlio* as yet I keep 

Within his court on earth, and sleep ]\ '- 

Encompass'd by his faithful guard, ,} ! 

:1 
And hear at times a sentinel ^| ' 

Who moves about from place to place, .\ 

And whi8])crs to tlie worlds of space, 
In the deep night, that all is well 






i: 



\ 



1 


i 

♦ 


. » ' 


r 

• :• 

1 ;i 


1 ; • 
1 i 


i' j ■ 


4 ; 


I V . 


\ ' 



I 



i t 



\ » 



\ 



\ 



t i 



•/7 



196 



CXXVI. 

And all is well, tho* faith and form 
Be 8undcr*d in the night of fear ; 
Well roars the storm to those that hear 

A deeper voice across the storm, 

I '« . Proclaiming social truth shall spread, 

t I And justice, ev*n tho* thrice again 

The red fool-fury of the Seine 
Should pile her barricades with dead. 



But ill for him that wears a crown. 
And him, the lazar, in his rags : 
They tremble, the sustaining crags ; 

The spires of ice are toppled down, 

I And molten up, and roar in flood ; 

f The fortress crashes from on high, 

The brute earth lightens to tho sky, 
% ' And the great iEon sinks in blood. 
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And ooniiMU»*d by the fires of Hell ; 
While thou, dear spirit, happy star, 
0*criook*st the tumult from afiur, 

And smilest, knowing all is welL 
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CXXVll. 

The love that rose on stronger wings, 
Unpalsied when he met with Death, 
Is oomrade of the lesser faith 

That sees the course of human things. 

No doubt vast eddies in the flood 

Of onward time shall yet he made. 
And throned races may degrade ; 

Yet ye mysteries of good. 

Wild Hours that fly with Hope and Fear, 
If all your office had to do 
With old results that look like new ; 

If this were all your mission here, 
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' To draw, to sheathe a useless sword, 
I To fool the crowd with glorious lies, 

! To cleave a creed in sects and cries, 

To change the bearing of a word, 
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To shift an arbitrary power, 

To cramp tho student at his dctik, 
To make old barcQcss picturesque 

And tuft with grass a feudal tower ; 

Why tlicn my scorn might well descend 
On you and yours. I see in part 
That all, as in some piece of art, 

\h toil c6o})craut to an end. 
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CXXVllI. 

Dkar friend, far off, my lost desire, 
So for, so near in woe and weal ; 
loved the most, when most I feel 

There is a lower and a higher ; 

Known and unknown ; human, divine ; 

Sweet human hand and lips and eye ; 

Dear heavenly friend that canst not die, 
Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine ; 

Strange friend, post, present, and to be ; 

Loved deeplier, darklier understood ; 

Behold, I dream a dream of good. 
And mingle all the world with thee. 
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CXXIZ. 

Tnr voico is on the rolling air ; 

I hear thco where the waters run ; 

Thou standest in the rising sun, 
And in the setting thou art fair. 

Wliat art thou then ? I cannot guess ; 
But tlio* I seem in star and flower 
To feel thee some diffusive power, 

1 do not therefore love thee less : 

My love involves the love before ; 

My love is vaster passion now ; 

Tho' mix'd with God and Nature thou, 
I seem to love thee more and more. 

Far off thou art, but ever nigh ; 

I have thee still, and I rejoice ; 

I prosper, circled with thy voice ; 
1 shall not lose thee tho* I die. 
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cxxx. 

LIVING will that shalt endure 

When all that seems shall suffer sh<»ck. 

Rise in the spiritual rock, 
Flow thro' our dccilH and make them pua\ 

That we may lift from out of dust 
A voice as unto him that hears, 
A ciy above the conquered years 

To one that with us works, and trust, 

^ With faith that oomes of self-control. 

The truths that never can be proved 
Until we dose with all we loved. 
And all we flow from, soul in soul. 
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TRUB and tried^ so well and long, 
Demand not thou a marriage lay ; 
In that it is thy marriage day 

Is music more than any song. 

Nor have I felt so much of bliss 

Since first he told me that he loved 
A daughter of our house ; nor proved 

Since that dark day a day like this ; 
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Tho* I since then have number*d o*er 

Some thrice three years : they went and came, 
Remade the blood and changed the frame, 

And yet is love not less, but more ; 

No longer caring to embalm 

In dying songs a dead regret, 

But like a statue solid-aet| 
And moulded in colossal calm. 
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Regret is dead, but Ioto is more 

Than iu the summers that are flown, 
For I myself with these have grown 

To something greater than before ; 

Which makes a])pear the songs I made 
As echoes out of weaker times, 
As litUf but idle brawling rhymes, 

Tlie sport of random sun and shade. 

But where is she, the bridal flower, 

That must be made a wife ere noon ? 
She enters, glowing like the moon 

Of Eden on its bridal bower : 



On mo she bends her blissful eyes ; f 

And then on thee ; they meet thy look ' * 

And brighten like the star that shook i 

Betwixt the palms of paradise. I ? 

when her life was yet in bud. 

He too foretold the perfect rose. 

For thee she grew, for thee she grows 
For ever, and as fair as good. 
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And tlioii art worthy ; full of power ; 
>• !; ; A8 gcntlo ; liberal-minded, great, 

;\ I ; Consistent ; m earing all that weight 

Of learning lightly like a flower. 
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But now set out : the noon is near. 
And I niuHt give away the bride ; 
i I She fears not, or with thee beside 

- ) ( , And me behind her, will not fear : 

i' V- 

• ' 1 

; I j For I tliat daneed her on my knee, 
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i Tliat watch'd her on her nurse's arm, 

! ' That Hhieldcd all her life from haim 

At lost must part with her to thee ; 



Now waiting to be made a wife, 

Her feet, my darling, on the dead ; 
Their i)en8ive tablets round her head, 

And the most living words of life 



Breathed in her ear. The ring is on. 
The * wilt thou ' answered, and again 
The ' wilt thou ' ask'd, till out of twain 

Her sweet * I will ' has made ye one. 
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Now sign your names, which shall be read, 
Mute symbols of a joyful mom, 
By village eyes as yet unborn ; 

The names are 8ign*d, and overhead 

Begins the clash and clang that tells 
The joy to every wandering breeze ; 
The blind wall rocks, and on the trees 

The dead leaf trembles to the bells. 

happy hour, and happier hours 

Await them. Many a merry face 
Salutes them — maidens of the place. 

That pelt us in the jwrch with flowers. 

O liappy hour, behold tlio bride 

With him to whom her hand I gave. 
They leave tlic porch, they pass the grave 

Tliat has to-day its sunny sjde. 

To-day the grave is bright for me, 

For them the ligiit of life increased. 
Who stay to share the morning feast, 

Who rest to-night beside the sea. 
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Let all my genial Bpirits advance 

To meet and greet a whiter sun ; 
My drooping memory will not shun 

The foaming grape of eastern France. 

It circles round, and fancy plays, 

And hearts are wanu d and faces bloom, 
As drinking health to bride and groom 

We wish them store of happy day& 

Nor count me all to blame if I 
Conjecture of a stiller guest, 
Perchance, perchance, among the rest, 

And, tho* in silence, wishing joy. 

But they must go, the time draws on, 

And those whito-favour*d horses wait ; 
They rise, but Hnger ; it is late ; 

Farewell, we kiss, and they are gona 



A shade falls on us like the dark 

From little cloudlets on the grass, 
' : But sweeps away as out we pass 

I 1 ; To range the woods, to roam the park, 
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Discussing how their courtship grew, 
And talk of others that are wed. 
And how she look*dy and what he said, 

And hack we come at fall of dew. 

Again the feast, tlie speech, the glee. 

The shade of ])a8sing thought, the wealtli 
Of words and wit, the double health, 

The crowning cup, the tlircc-timcs-threo, 

And last the dance ; — till I retire : 

Dumb is that tower which spake so loud, 
And high in heaven the streaming cloud. 

And on the downs a riBing fire : 

And rise, moon, from yonder down, 
Till over down and over dale 
All night the shining vaj)Our sail 

And paas the silent-lighted town. 

The wliitc-faced halls, the glancing rills. 
And catch at every mountain head, 
And o'er the friths that branch and spread 

Their sleeping silver thro* the hills ; 
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..' I 
L •} I Aud touch with shade the bridal doorsy 

< |. ; ! With tender gloom the roof^ the wall ; 

I f ' t And breaking let the splendour fall 

To spangle aU the happy shores 



I 



By which they rest, and ocean sounds^ 
And, star and system rolling pasty 



I 

\ • i ■ A soul shall draw from out the vast 

I it And strike his being into bounds, 

if 

I j And, moved thro* life of lower phase, 

I I • Result in man, be bom and think, 

i * 

\i t And act and love, a closer link 

' Betwixt us and the crowning race 



Of those that, eye to eye, shall look 

On knowledge ; under whose command 
Is Earth and Earth*s, and in their hand 

Is Nature like an open book ; 

No longer half-akin to brutCi 

For all we thought and loved and did. 
And hoped, and suffered, is but seed 

Of what in them is flower and fruit ; 
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Whereof the miuiy that with me trod 
Thit phnoti was a noUe type 
Appearing ere the timet were ripe^ 

That friend of mine who liToa in Ood, 

That God, which erer Uvea and lore^ 
One Gody one hiw, one element^ 
And one fiuN>ff divine event» 

To wliich tlie whole creation morei. 



THE END. 
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